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Dear Children, 

The new year represents for each of us a new beginning 
and the desire to do better than ever before. The new years 
a time for resolutions and promises, With each passing year 
each of us grows a little older, a bit more mature and slightly 
more responsible. That's why I will wish you great success 
and strength before wishing you unalloyed happinessin 1989. 

This January — unless it is postponed — those of us in 
Tamil Nadu are going to watch the election of new legislatures, 
This is a very significant part of the functioning of our 
democracy. A democracy allows all of its citizens to cast a 
vote and thereby choose their own leaders. Most of you 
are still too young to vote but each of you will have the 
tremendous responsibility of electing a good government 
for our country in just a few years time. So do not ignore 
the elections. Keep your eyes and ears open and learn 
as much as you can about this democratic process. 

Gokulam (in English) is now six months old. I hope that 
you have been pleased with its first toddling steps. For us 
too, It is a time of renewed enthusiasm, to bring you 
features that are informative and enjoyable. 


With love. 


Pe Labiog 


Honorary Editor. 
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The Flight 


Ones una atime. there ved a 
poor old man who madea living 
by selling balloons. He would buy 
the balloons and blow them up 
and tie a long piece of thread to 
each one. He would take his bunch 
of colourful balloons around the 
city until they were alll sold. Some 
times he would give away one or 
two of his balloons to children who 
couldn't afford to buy one. 

One day, there was a big festival 
in the city. The old man was very 
happy because on festival days, 


people liked to buy coloured bal: 
loons for their children. It expressed 
their inner joy and good cheer. 
He bought an extra packet of 
balloons and blew them up. He 
was quite out of breath when he 
had finished. He tied pieces of 
string to each balloon and tied all 
the strings together so that none 
of them could fly away. He then 
set off to the market place. He 
stood at his usual spot and waited 
patiently for people to come and 

buy his pretty balloons. 
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Now, it was a very windy day 
and the old man wasn't as strong 
as he used to be. The wind grew 
stronger and the thin old man 
was nearly lifted off his feet as his 
balloons tugged at his hand. “Oh 
my God!” thought the old man. 
“The wind is too strong for me. | 
will go into the toy shop across the 
road until it dies down.” 

The old man was just about to 
cross the road when the wind 
tugged fiercely at the bunch of 
balloons and swept them high up 
into the blue sky. The balloon 
‘man who was holding the strings 
tightly was soon floating high above 
the city under his colourful bab: 
loons! 

“Who would have thought that 
I would fly!” thought the old 
man, The funny thing was that 
he wasn't a bit afraid. He looked 
down on the town and smiled to 
see how small everything looked 
from up in the sky. “The people 


look just like ants,” he laughed. 
Aftera while the old man's arms 
ached from holding the strings of 
his balloons so tight. He felt he 
would really like to get down to 
earth again. He called to some 
birds which were passing by, “Little 
birds,” he called. “Please prick 
these balloons with your sharp little 
beaks, one by one! Then I can 
float down to earth without falling,” 
he said. The birds thought that it 
wasa funny game. They had been 
frightened by the sight of the 
balloons at first! Now they helped 
the old man descend to earth! 


When he touched down the 
people in the city were happy. 
They liked their old balloon man 
very much. They bought all the 
balloons he had left for their 
children 

As for the old balloon man, he 
often thought of his flight, and 
loved to tell people all about it. 





Pappu arn 4 


nce upon a time, there lived a 
Olfiog named Pappu. One day 
he fell fast asleep in a comer, for 
he was very tired. He was a good 
dog and he loved children. He 
was lucky because he belonged 
toa nice family who were kind to 
him. He had played with the two 
children Rina and Toto all day 
long. 
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the Kittery 


One day, Rina came home from 
school carrying a little bundle of 
fur in her arms, Itwas a tiny kitten 
with the softest fur and big eyes 
and little pink nose! Rina loved it 
very much, She had rescued it 
from some cruel boys who were 
teasing it 

Rina’s mother was horrified 


when she saw it, “Oh no!” she 
cried, "We've got Pappu already. 
He isn’t used to cats at all, What 
ever will he do!” 

Carefully Rina put her kitten 
down beside the sleeping Pappu. 
to see what would happen. The 
kitten danced around Pappu, softly 
touching his shaggy fur to see what 
he would do, Pappu woke up 
and sniffed. “Who is this strange 
creature?” he wondered. “What 
is it doing here?” 

He opened his eyes and saw 
the little kitten and growled to 
ask, what its name was. Pappu 
put out his paw to touch her fluffy 
tail but the silly kitten rushed away 
xyouling in fright. She didn't know 
that Pappu was just a friendly 
fellow. “Hey!” barked Pappu. 
“Don't run away, I don't mind 
being your friend!” But the kitten 
hid itself between Rina's feet 
cowering in fear, 

“See, | told you! Dogs and cats 
don't get on,” said mother to Rina 





and Toto, “Send the litle kitten 
to your room, Rina until we find a 
good home for him!" 

The children were very sad, Toto 
took the brown dog's ears in his 
hands, and: stroked him gently. 
"Why can’t you be a little friendly 
Pappu. She's only a small little 
kitten, She can't hurt you!” 

Pappu looked up at Toto with 
his big eyes. He licked Toto's 
cheek and wondered how to 
explain to the little boy that he 
didn't mean any harm, After all 
dogs couldn't talk! 

That evening, the children went 
to see Pappu just before they went 
to bed. And what should they 
see? The little kitten was curled 
up and fast asleep in Pappu’s 
comer, Pappu was also asleep but 
he had one paw around the kitten 
as if he wanted to protect her. 

Toto and Rina were very happy 
and they rushed off to tell their 
mother that cats and dogs do mix 
sometimes after all! 


te tenieniaeaeianes 





nce upon a time, there lived a 
Oiittie gint called Anu. Her 
parents were very poor and the 
family had barely enough to eat 
‘Anu never had the money to buy 
herself pretty toys. She would go 
to the toy shop near her house 
and press her nose against the 
glass trying to decide which tov 
she'd like to have if she was rich. 
There was a lovely rabbit in the 
window, It was made of dark blue 
velvet. There were also a marvell: 
‘ous set of felt pens, Anu heaved 
a sigh of disappointment. She 
could never have any of those 
things... 

‘Then one night, she was woken 
up by the sound of a soft voice 
calling her name. She woke with 
a start wondering who it was and 
she found that it was the velvet 
rabbit from the shop window. “I've 
come to invite you to visit King 
Lion's party in the woods,” he 
said 
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There were many animals, in 
the wood, They looked like stuffed 
toys to Anu, though she didn't 
say a word. She greeted King Lion 
for the rabbit had told her it was 
his birthday, King Lion was very 
wise and nobody was afraid of 
him. He never growled and see: 
med rather happy to see the 
animals dancing. 

King Lion liked Anu at once. 
He took her aside and asked her 
questions about her world. Anu 
told him of her house in the big 
city, in which people lived in small 
rooms, She told of the streets 
and the people and the pot holes 
and the dirt 

King Lion looked sad, “What a 
pity! he said. “It doesn’t sound 
a very nice place for you to grow 
up in! | suppose you've lots of 
toys.” 

“Oh no!” said Anu, “My parents 
are poor, They don't have the 
money to buy me toys!” 


“Well, Anu!” said King Lion, “I 
like you a lot. Here is a nut for 
you. Plant it in a pot in your 


house and watch what happens.” 
‘Anu took the nut in her hand 
and felt rather tired. She lay down 
and went to sleep, 
When she woke up she was back 


in her room. Had it been only a 
dream? No, for in her hand was 
the nut King Lion had given her. 

She planted it ina pot, and three 
days later she had a small tree 
with lots and lots of lovely toys on 
it, all the toys she'd ever wanted! 
Wasn't she lucky? 











Honifais revenge 


nce upon a time there lived 
Oan elephant named Hanifa in 
a zoo, One hot summer day, 
Hanif stood in her large enclosure 
breathless and drowsy. She open: 
ed one eve and jealously watched 
some boys eat ice creams. Oh, 
the cones looked so tempting, all 
milky and cold, She put out her 
trunk toward the boys, hoping for 
a taste 
The nasty boys saw Hanifa's 
trunk nosing towards them, and 
played a dreadful tick on her. They 


stuffed her trunk with adi 
plastic bag and a few stones whic! 
hurt her sensitive trunk! 

Hanifa pulled her trunk away 
from the boys, and turned her 
back on them. “Horrid boys!” she 
thought indignantly, “I wish | 
could teach them a lesson!" 

Luckily for Hanifa, her kind 
owner had remembered her. He 
brought her some juicy sugarcane 
to eat and two buckets of cool 
water. Hanifa ate the delicious 
sugarcane with relish and gulped 
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the water. She felt a lot better 
when it slid down her throat 
Then she remembered the two 
nasty boys. She filled her trunk 
with water. turned around slowly 
and sprayed the two nasty boys 
with cold water. They tried to 
dodge the stream but couldn't 
They fell over in the force of the 
water and were soaked. Hanifa 
quickly filled her trunk with water 











“Ring out the old. 
Ring in the new. 
Ring out the false...... 
Ring in the true! 

— Alfred Tennyson. 
from In Memoriam. 
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again and let them have a second 
shower 

The wet boys were so ashamed, 
asall the visitors to the zoo pointed 
at them and laughed. As they 
picked themselves up and ran off 
{into the crowd Hanifa laughed and 
turned back to drink the rest of 
the water. She had truly had her 
revenge 
ta eee ate 








Which came first the chicken or 





the egg? 
THE WINNER 
Gokulam has great pleasure 


in announcing the winner 
of the cash prize of Rs. 100/- 
awarded to the best contri- 
bution in this issue written 
by those under the age 
of 16. 
V.K.MANAS, 
(aged 9) 
1226/1, Kantharaj Urs Rd. 
Krishnamurthipuram, 
Mysore-570 004. 








HORSES IN A 
MAN'S WORLD 


[120% s2cing is a regular event 

in many big cities of India these 
days, While many people visit race 
clubs hoping to make money by 
betting on the outcome of the 
race, quite a few, go for the thril of 
watching the lovely, fleetfooted 
creatures run. 

The Mysore Race Club in the 
city of Mysore where | lve, is over 
a hundred years old, one of the 
oldest in India. It was started by 
Maharaja Krishnaraja Wodiyer of 
Mysore for the royal family. My 
father, whose bank's extension 
counter is maintained in the club. 


took me there one day during the 
racing season to watch all that 
happens. Besides watching the 
horses run on the tracks, from a 
distance | was also able to observe 
their grace closely on the closed 
cuit television. | leamta lot about 
horses on that visit. 











orses existed nearly 60 million 

years ago — even before man 
did! In the early years of man's 
existence man ate horse flesh, But 
about four thousand years ago,he 
realized the power and strength of 
the beasts and harnessed them to 











help him pull carts, plough fields, 
carry loads and to ride — particu 
larly during the time of war. In 
order to meet his growing need of 
their strength he began to breed 
horses as well, Even in the present 
days, of mechanical agriculture 
and modern weaponry, a horse 
is considered a great asset, and 
the army still uses horses in hilly 
terrains, In fact, the power of 
the modem engines are measur 
ed by a unit called horse power. 

Even, in ancient India a horse 
was a highly prized possession 
Horses were used to pull the 
chariots of warriors and kings. Our 
epics tell of the Ashvamedayagna, 
in which a horse was chosen to 
represent the king, and allowed 
to run freely in order to claim 
territory for him. 

A horse has four ways of moving 
forward, These are called gaits or 
paces, They are walk, trot, canter 
and gallop. The walk is made up 
of four steps and is called four: 





canter is three-time and the gallop 
is the fastest pace and is also four. 
time like the walk. 


A complete bridle and saddle 
outfit worn by a horse is called 
tack, Grooming keeps horses fit 
and healthy, It also improves their 
appearance by removing dirt, dust, 
dead hair and sweat from their 
bodies and tones up their muscles. 
Grass is the horse's natural food, 
which it eats at a leisurely pace 
Besides, it eats grams, nuts or hay. 
Grazing keeps the horses healthy 
and happy. Their feet are shod 
‘with metal curves called horseshoes 
which prevent their hoofs from 
wearing away) 

Besides riding a horse, buying 
‘one is an art in itself, One must 
have agoodeye for a healthy, well 
proportioned animal with no bad 
habits, The horse must have good 
legs and hoofs. Both paits of feet 
should match in size and shape. 

Horses can be of different breeds, 
Arab horses are held to be the 
most beautiful in the world and 
the Thoroughbred are considered 
to be the fastest 
Whatever their breed or use, 
horses are beautiful creatures — 
and provide some ancient majesty 
ina drab world 
V.K. Manas, aged 9 





This essay has been adapted for 
the readers of Gokulam from an 
encyclopaedia designed _ for 

children by a gentleman named 
Arthur Mee. In beautiful prose he 
reveals some great truths about 
ort. 


The artot the word isa glorious 
inheritance of which we can 
never be too proud, for it is our 
very own, Every time we look at 
them it is as if we stamped them 
with our own names, Theybecome 
our private collection —a treasure 
house of lovely things that time 
cannot wither nor custom make 
stale, The more we look upon 
them and enjoy them, the richer 


we become, 

‘There is something extravagant 
in the world’s showering of these 
gifts upon us, for we are the children 
fof a hard working period in history 
Itisnot onlyin museums,and great 
paintings and sculptures, that we 
find things to gladden oureye. Art 
is with us everywhere, We can 
hardly walk by a book shop, or a 
pottery store, ora jeweller's window, 
without being face to face with 
something we owe to the art of the 
past. 

It may be the reproduction 
of an old painting, or a clay 
‘bowl fresh from the maker's hands, 
but its beginnings le in the remote 
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cisations of the world, It may 
be a beautiful doorway or a pedes: 
tal of modern construction, but 
the first stone was laid many 
thousands of years before Jesus 
was born, The art of today is the 
inherited sense in large or small 
degree of the art of all time 

‘Our treasure, our inheritance, is 
twotold, For centuries upon centu- 
ries the nations of the earth have 
been creating and storing up lovely 
shapes and colours that are our 
joy today. These are a historic 
possession, And with every year 
that passes, beautiful things are 
made; and in these we are again 
enriched. 

A picture or a statue is not 
necessarily good because it is old. 
Surrounded as we are by innumer: 
able expressions of art, we are apt 
sometimes, to confuse an inspired 
picture with its imitations, and to 
take for great what is only cleverly 
shoddy. 

A great deal of ancient art is 
mainly treasured because it is a 
Vivid emblem of a dead civilisation, 
and actsasillustrations to the book 
of days of an extinct race, But 
there are certain paintingsand scul- 
ptures which can be taken as great 
art, the work of the loftiest genius 
the world has known, and theyowe 
their proud place, not merely to 
their antiquity, but to the judgment 
and verdict of history. 

In the minds of some people 
there is at first an unwillingness to 
take the opinion of another, even of 
generations of men, And often, many 
of us confess that we prefer the 
pretty pictures on a birtnday card, 


+ Tus reoding” ponting by embrond 


to the paintings of a great painter 
This is, perhaps, because we have 
never had an opportunity of stu 
dyingart seriouslyenough. It takes 


two tomake a picture, one to paint 
it and the other to look at it, A 
great picture is the subject the artist 
painted, plus the secret he painte 
into it. Until we understand some 
thing of that secret we cannot fully 
appreciate our magnificent inher 
tance. 


The great art of the world, the 
art which has passed the ordeal of 
centuries of criticism, fallsinto three 
chief classes: painting, sculpture 
and architecture. Architecture 


indeed, may be called the parent 
of all art, because for a long time 
pictures were only made to deco- 
rate spaces on walls, and they were 
painted on the walls of the building 





Statues were chiselled to 
adom niches in temples and 
palaces, orcutin lowrelief,tomake 
2 long pattem along the walls of 
buildings. 


itself 






























Whatever it may be, sculpture. 
painting, or architecture, this work 
of the ancient artists owes its birth 
toan instinct common toitskindred 
Inalmost every case it was inspired 
byone of the great emotions of the 
human heart Je. SOTTOW, Tever 
ence, or worship. Without some 
such feeling no great art is ew 
conceived 

Love has inspired more 
than any other human emotion 
but love bearsa very wide interpre 
tation, Theres the love of husband. 
wife, or child or the love of the 
mind for qualities, such as truth 
and courage. There is also the 
Jove of God and of the earth, whi 
poets call'the garment of God. 
‘tures inspired by sorrow 











fewer, but move more intenseh 
because the tragedy of life is that 
death stalks what is beloved to 
humans. 

Ina way the greatest of these is 
worship, or itholds in itself all three. 
The paintings and carved statues, 
in temples and cathedrals, are grea 
ter than man because they hold a 
sense of eternity 

Ifwe think seriously of any work 
of art the world calls great, we shall 
see that its subject is one of these 
powerful emotions. And any work 
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so conceived, has in it the seeds of 
greatness because it strikes at the 
heart of the human race. Thisbasic 
feeling, however, is, only the foun: 
dation, and not the finished work. 
It is the subject the artist painted 
minus the secret he painted into 
&. The secret is his own imagination 
and sense of beauty, and it is in 
this that greatness lies. 


We ask what is beauty, what is 
imagination. and no one can find 
ananswer. We know where beauty 


and imagination are revealed, in 
form and colour which satisfy the 
soul as food satisfies the body, but 
their nature is hidden deep in the 
mystery of life 

Beauty and imagination reach 
cout beyond the actual to the ideal. 
Rembrandt drew the portrait of an 
‘old woman, and it is one of the 
greatest things in the world, be 
cause, with his sense of sight, he 
recorded the features, byhis sense 
ofbeautyand imagination he recor 
ded something infinitely wonderful; 
not the face of one old woman, but 
the lovableness, the dignity and 
sorrow, of old age of al time. 


The spirit-senses of beauty and 
imagination are powers which the 
human soul has developed through 
thousands of years of effort to 
express itself, All art, isa form of 
self-expression. Next to bodily 
needs, such as food, shelter and 
clothing, the needforself-expression 
is one of the most powerful human 
instincts 
Every man, is moved byit to the 
































doing of certain kinds of work on 
which he can stamp his own indivi- 
duality. It is the instinct which 
makesa child set up an erection of 
sand with patience and care, and 
then say, “I have made a house,’ 
It is the instinct which built the 
beautiful Shore Temple in Maha- 
balipuram, and wrote plays like 
Macbeth and Hamlet. We are told 
bylndian mystics that it was because 
of God’s desire to express Himself 
that He created the world. “We 
live.” they say, “and are trying to 
express the beautiful, which, in the 
ultimate, is God.” 


Even before men could read or 
write, they could draw. They ren- 
dered the objects about them in 
the simple wayas alittle child would 
draw its pet kitten ona slate today, 
Ancient men drew in their idle 
‘moments, on the walls of theircave 
dwellings. Between those early 
efforts and the art which we call 
great today there is a great gulf. 
Thousands of years are needed to 
span the gulf,and during that time, 
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whole civilisations have risen to 
power and died. Yet the craving to 
express himself beautifully is stil a 
spiritual hunger in man's heart. 
With each passing century, art 
has become more ennobled and 
more purified, and has grown to be 
a very real part ofthe life of a nation. 
But itis not only artists who yearn 
forthe vision of the beautiful. Almost 
every man, woman, and child has 
inherited, in however slight degree, 
the instinct which is the beginning 
of art, Weareall,ina way, descen: 
ded from the geniuses of the world, 


And the longer we live. the more 
‘we cultivate our sense of beauty, 
the more shall we show the marks 
of our breeding. There is scarcely 
a child born into the world who 
carries not in himself the seeds of 
greatness. For all our knowledge 
of the presence of art as a living 
force in the world for some sixteen 
thousand years, itis stillas myster!- 
‘ous as it was in the consciousness 
of the first man who drewa beauti- 
ful thing and thrilled with the 
thought, “I have done that.” 

The work of the inspired ones of 
yesterday and today lies scattered 
about the world lke flowers which 
bloom for ever. Think how bare 
‘our lives wold be, lacking these 
blossoms. Colour, shape, and line, 
finely drawn faces, lovely forms, 
green fields and tossing seas, are 
brought within the range of our 
‘eyes by means of great art. We 
should never countan hourwasted 
that is spent on looking at these 
treasures and making them our 
own, for everytime our hearts are 
moved, however faintly, by the 
sense of beauty, our souls are 
marching on, 
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ANSWERS 











1, The butterfly, because its an 
insect and not a bird. 


2, Thebrinjal, because itsa vege: 

table and not a fruit 

The lotus, as it grows in the 

water and not on land, 

4. The deer, because its a herbi 
vore and not an animal of 
Prey. 

5. India, because its a country 
and not a continent. 















Tiong to swing on a col=rful rainbow, 
Ride a fluffy puffy cloud - 

Make a necklace, stringing the stars 
With the shining moon as Its pendant. 
Sit on a wave and sing aloud 

‘Wear a crown of roses and lilies, 
Dance with glee on the.lotus leaves 
Race with the butterflies 

Roll down an elephant's trunk 

And jump into a kangaroo’s pouch. 


ts 
Priya Anna Thomas, aged 13 





Currencies 


sy WORLD 


ach country in the world has its 

own currency, Each currency 
has its own special name, The 
Indian currency as you all know, is 
the Rupee, and currency of the US, 
isthe Dollar. Sometimes the curren: 
cies ofthe different countries, reveal 
many things to us. 

‘The name of a currency can be 
shared by many countries. ‘The 
‘most popular currencyis the Dollar 
for as many as fifty-three national 
or territorial economies have given 
their currency this name. USA. 
Singapore, Australia, The Bahamas, 
Canada and Fiji are among them 
Another popular currency name is 
Franc, Thirty-six national econo 
mies including France, Belgium, 
Switzerland, and Cameroon call 
their currency Franc, The Pound 
is named the official currency of 
sixteen countries. -These include 
Britain, Malta, Ireland and Lebanon, 
Rupee is the currency, not only of 
India, but also of many neighbour 
ing countries like Bhutan, Nepal, 
Sri Lanka, Pakistan, Maldives, Sey 
chelles and Mauritius. So too, you 
have the Mexican Peso, the Cuban 
Peso, and the Argentinian Peso, 
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{for nine countries have named their 
currency Peso, 

There are many, many examples, 
Dinars the name of the currency 
in eight countries, Yugoslavia and 
Jordan are among them. Schilling 
isthe currency of Austria, Somalia, 
Tanzania and Uganda. United Arab 
Emirates and Morocco have named 
their currencies Dirham. Kwacha 
is the currency of Malawi and 
Zambia and Yen is the currency 
‘of both China and Japan. South 
Africa and Namibia have named 
their currency Rand, Mark is the 
official currency of Finland and East 
Germany. Kroneis the name shared 
by the currencies of Sweden, Den- 
mark, Norway and Iceland 

Two countries have named the 
currencies of their countries after 
individuals. Panama has named 
its curtency Balbo after Vasco Nunez 
de Balbo, the discoverer of Pacific, 
Bolivar, the currency of Venezuela, 
is named after Simon Bolivar, who 
liberated sixpresent South American 
States from the Spanish Colonial 
rule, 
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Have you heard of eating on the run? 
Well, swallows prey on insects and eat 

while flying. Even more surprising is the 
fact that swallows often de no touch down 
even todrink water. While flying low over 
a lake or a pond they just suek the water 





‘The secretary bird searches for its prey on 
foot. It walks briskly across the rolling 
plains of its native land. It loves to eat 
snakes. 





The pelican is a bird with a 
pouch in its beak for storing 
food, which usually consists Renee snails. 
of fish, The pelican can eat its D phoebe 
the shell against a rock 
and then eats the soft flesh 
inside! 





‘The woodpecker has a very strong bill. It uses 
its bill to chip away the living wood of the 
tree to find the insects and grubs on which it 
feeds. Its ail serves the woodpecker asa prop 
‘on which to lean while pecking, 





FUN WITH NUMBERS 
a= 


Fill in the gaps in the following figures in such a 
way that all the digits 1 to 9 are represented, making 
sure that the sum of each side of each triangle totals 
the number indicated within it. 

















Fill in the gaps in the following stars in such a way 
that all the numbers from 1 to 12 are represented, 
making sure that the sum of each of the six lines is the 
same. It can be done in two ways. 













There are many different kinds 
of training, but have you heard of 
training monkeys to be coconut 
pluckers? Well in Thailand, there 
is a special school for monkeys, in 
which monkeys are trained to do 
just that! Recently one monkey 
proved its enthusiasm and skill at 
this task and set a record by plucking 
nine coconuts in just thirty seconds. 


In Sydney, the capital of Austra 
tha, a 24-year-old youth named 
David has set a unique world record. 
He watched television without pause 
for 168 hours, That's seven whole 
days! This record will soon take its 
place in the Guinness book of World 
Records. 


Gandhyji had written many un 
usual and interesting letters to 
Henry Polack, one of his South 
African followers. Some of these 
letters recently came up for sale in 
an auction, and were bought by 
the Indian Government at an astro: 
nomic cost of £ 1,51,800 against 
stiff competition during the bidding, 
This totals nearly40 lakhs of rupees. 


Naina, a 15:year-old schoo! girl 
from Thane in Maharashtra, swam 
across the English Channel in fif 
teen hours, She is the first Indian 
to have done so. She was trained 
for this crossing in London. 








Mie Mouse, sho lvedin the midst 
of a jungle, was very talkative 
and boastful. One day he told his 
wife, "Do you know, | am King of 
this jungle.” 

“Who says so?” asked Mrs Mouse. 

“1 say so,” replied Mr. Mouse 
“Every animal in this jungles afraid 
of some other animal. Mr. Monkey 
is afraid of Mr. Hyena. Mr. Hyena 
isafraid of Mr. Gazelle. Mr. Gazelle 
is afraid of Mr. Cheetah. Mr 
Cheetah is afraid of Mr. Lion. Mr. 
Lion is afraid of Mr. Elephant. And 
do you know of whom Mr. Elephant 
is afraid?” 





“Hf that’s so, Lam Queen of this 
jungle!” laughed Mrs. Mouse. 

“Of course you are! If you don't 
believe me, come with me and I'l 
prove it.” boasted Mr. Mouse 
Mrs. Mouse was amused at her 
husband's words. She set outwith 
him into the jungle to see what he 
would do. 

On their way, they saw 
Mr. Monkey on a tree top. Seeing 
Mr. and Mrs. Mouse, he carefully 
took aim and threw a piece of rotten 
fruit at them. 

“You stop that at once! Do you 
not know that 1am King of the 








“No, Ido not,” replied Mrs. Mouse. 

“He is afraid of me!” said Mr. 
Mouse. “And thatis why! am King 
of this jungle.” 
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jungle?" cried Mr. Mouse 

“You silly little fellow!" laughed 
Mr. Monkey. “How did you become 
King of the jungle?” 


“J will explain to you," said Mr. 
Mouse. He took a very deep breath. 
“You are afraid of Mr. Hyena, who 
isafraid of Mr. Gazelle, who's afraid 
of Mr. Cheetah, who is afraid of 
Mr. Lion, who is afraid of Mr. Ele: 
phant, who is afraid of me!” 

“Who says so?” asked Mr 
Monkey. 

“Everybody,” said Mr. Mouse 
proudly. 

“What nonsense!" cried Mr 
Monkey. “But here comes Mr. 
Hyena, and | must be off!” 

“You see, Mrs. Mouse?” asked 
Mr. Mouse, “Mr. Monkey is afraid 
of Mr. Hyena. That's why he slinks 
away when he sees Mr. Hyena 
coming 

“Well, well!” said Mr. Hyena. “Its 
Mr. and Mrs. Mouse! A fine break 
fast for me!” 

“You can't eat me,” said Mr. 





Mouse. “Don't you know that am 
King of the jungle? 

“You are such a tiny little crea: 
ture!” laughed Mr. Hyena, “How 
did you become King of the jungle?" 

“L will explain to you,” said Mr. 
Mouse. He took a deep breath, 

"You are afraid of Mr. Gazelle, who 
is afraid of Mr. Cheetah, who is 
afraid of Mr. Lion, who is afraid of 
Mr. Elephant, who is afraid of me!” 

“Who says so?” asked Mr. Hyena, 

“Everybody,” replied Mr. Mouse 
twitching his ears proudly. 

“What rubbish!” said Mr. Hyena. 
He would have argued with Mr. 
‘Mouse if he had not seen Mr. Gazelle 
coming. “I must be off!” he said as 
he slunk back into the bushes, his 
breakfast forgotten. 

A moment later, the two mice 
met Mr. Gazelle. 

“Get out of myway Mr. and Mrs. 
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Mouse, or | will step on you both,” 
said Mr. Gazelle haughtily. 

“You can't do that! You must 
know that lam King of thisjungle,” 
said Mr. Mouse. 

“What! How did a little twit like 
you become King?” cried Mr. 
Gazelle 

“will explain itto you. You see, 
you are afraid of Mr. Cheetah, who 
is afraid of Mr. Lion, who is afraid 
of Mr. Elephant, who is afraid of 
m 








“Who says so?” cried Mr. Gazelle 

“Everybody,” replied Mr. Mouse 

“How ridiculous!” declared Mr. 
Gazelle. “But here comes Mr 
Cheetah, | must be off.” 

“You see, Mrs. Mouse!” cried 
vain Mr. Mouse. “He is terrified of 
Mr, Cheetah. Itis exactly as I said 

Mr. Cheetah drew near. He was 
running at top speed. 

“Slow down, will you?” shouted 
Mr. Mouse. 
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“Who dares to tell me to slow 
down!” roared Mr. Cheetah angrily 
looking around. “Who dares inter- 
rupt my chase of Mr. Gazelle?” 

“The King of the jungle orders 
you,” said Mr. Mouse. 

“You? King of the jungle? You 
puny litte fellow!” howled Mr. Chee- 
tah, 

“Certainly,” said Mr. Mouse 

"You are afraid of Mr. Lion, who is 
afraid of Mr. Elephant, whos afraid 
of me!” 

“Who says so” asked Mr. Chee: 


ah. 

Everybody.” answered Mr. 
Mouse. 

“How absurd!" cried Mr. Cheetah, 
He was about to strike Mr. Mouse 
with his paw when he saw Mr. Lion 
striding majestically towards them: 
“Imust be off,” muttered Mr. Chee- 
tah as he ran off, Mr. Lion roared 


loudly, and lashed his tail 


“Where did that Cheetah go?” 
he wanted to know, 

“Leave Mr. Cheetah alone!” said 
Mr. Mouse. “lam King of the jungle. 
Lill protect my subjects from bullies 
like you!” 

“You are King? We are your 
subjects?” roared Mr. Lion in a rage 

“Of course,” said Mr. Mouse 
“You are afraid of Mr. Elephant 
whois afraid of me,solam King of 
this jungle.” 

"Who says so?” asked Mr. Lion 
furiously 

“Everybody,” answered Mr. 
Mouse. He flicked his tail proudly 

“How foolish!” roared Mr. Lion. 
“You stupid litle fellow!” Justthen, 
the sound of trumpeting rang 
through the jungle, I must be off,” 
said Mr. Lion as he walked away. 


tuddenly, Mr. and Mrs. Mouse 
found themselves standing be 
fore huge Mr. Elephant 


“Salute your King!” declared Mr. 
Mouse to Mr. Elephant. 

“Salute my what?” shouted 
Mr. Elephant. 

“Your King,” repeated Mr. Mouse 
“Itis verysimple.” He took a deep 
breath. “You see, Mr. Monkey is 
afraid of Mr. Hyena, who is afraid 
of Mr. Gazelle, who is afraid of Mr. 
Cheetah, who is afraid of Mr. Lion 
who is afraid of you, and you are 
afraid of me!” 

“1? Afraid of you? Indeed!" said 
Mr. Elephant scornflly “Who says 
bi 






“1 say so,” replied Mr. Mouse 
firmly. 

“All right then! I will show you 
who is afraid of whom!" So saying, 
Mr. stretched out his trunk, 
and gently lifted Mr. Mouse high, 
high up in the air. 

“Oh!Oh! Put me down! Please!” 
‘wept Mr. Mouse. 

“Only on one condition,” said 





Mr. Elephant, “You must promise 
never to repeat such boastful non. 
sense again!” 
“Oh, | promise, | promise! Please 
put me down!” eried Mr. Mouse. 
Mr. Elephant, put Mr. Mouse 
down, “Now go home, and behav 








yourself," he ordered, He resumed 
his walk into the jungle laughing to. 
himself. “King of the jungle, in: 
deed!" 

“Well,” observed Mrs, Mouse. 
“Your Majesty, has leaned a fine 
lesson today! 





























The world's first zoo was formed in China in the 12th 
century BC! It was not called az00 then. Wen, the Chinese 
monarch who started it, wished to collect different kinds of 
animals from all over his empire. He kept this assorted 
collection in what he called a “Garden of intelligence” near 
his palace, 

Today zoos have taken on a very important role in our 
world of shrinking forests, The natural homes af many wild 
‘animals have been destroyed. Now conservationists believe 
that rare wild animals must be bred in captivity for the protection 
and survival of their species 

This work is being cared on all over the world specially 
in large 200 like the ones in New York, London, San Diego 
and Jersey. 





Compiled by Rama Senthil Kumar. 







CRICKET 
‘Cricket is truly an exciting game, 
It has a lengthy tradition and fame. 
| feel specially drawn to cricket, 
When Kapil Dev gets a wonderful wicket; 
When Gavaskar makes a terrific score, 
And Graham Gooch can do no more! 
When Steve Waugh leaves the ground with zero, 
And Srikanth naturally becomes the hero; 
‘When Azhar coolly collects a catch, 

With style that no other player can match, 
When Chetan with his fiery pace, 

Makes each ball tough to face. 

‘When Hirwani with his splendid spin, 

Paves the way for an Indian win! 

When Ravi Shastri hits a six, 

‘And Ratnayake is in a terrible fix. 

When Indians play with all their might, 

No other team can give them a fight. 

can continue writing forever, 

But I have to stop, now or never. 


PS. Sharmilo, aged 17 





nour world everything isa race; a 

race for better marks, better jobs 
and better standards of living. In 
the Federal Republic of Germany 
a race has been going on between 
many companies to increase the 
speed of trains. At the International 
Traffic Exhibition held in Hamburg 
last year the latest developments 
in this direction were presented 
through thé Transrapid 07.” Great 
hopes are placed in this entirely 
newkind of rain, The “Transrapid” 
can be called the train ofthe future. 

The “Transrapid” is propelled 
along and above its track by eletro 
magnetic forces. It does not have 
wheels and in fact doesn't come 
into contact with its track while 
moving, The experimental electro: 
magnetic levitation train (maglev 
for short) reached the tremendous 
speed of 412.6 km/h on the long 
track set up in Emsland for its test 
run, The Germans hope that this, 
speed can be bettered to 500 km/h 
— a speed which could never be 
attained with the conventional 
wheel and rail system, 

The twenty years of research and 
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development which have been in™ 
vested in this train so far seem to 
be paying off. Engineers point to 
many convincing advantages of the 
modern magnetic levitation techno: 

logy, The train is not only faster 
but far more comfortable. There 
are no vibrations whatsoever... It is 
safer than the conventional railway 
in that the track is enclosed. The 
track that you can see in the photo- 
graph is elevated. So flora and 
fauna can remain largely undistur- 
bed. There isno need for expensive 
tunnels and bridges, The train is 
quiet and gives off no fumes. Soit 
will be welcomed by ecologists and 
‘economists alike! 

Inour shrinking world, transport 
systems have gained tremendous 
importance. People travel much 
more than they used to in the past 
for both business and pleasure. 
The development of faster and 
more comfortable means of trans 
port is therefore an essential part 
of progress. 


Compiled by E. Maya. 
CCourery: Holo ends 


Gholapurwasalitlevilage which 
D layat the foot of the dark brown. 
mountains that were on the outskirts 
of the kingdom of Malwa. It was a 
small village with about fifty houses 
lining both sides of a muddy road 
the only one in the entire area, 
‘The day was hot and sultry but 
Ramu, the poor village farmer, 


toiled hard in his fields, He loved 
Heera and Sona his beloved oxen, 
and the vast green fields around 
him, with the shady mango treesin 
the distance. This was his own 
land, which nurtured him and pro: 
vided him with his daily bread. 
‘That year, Ramu had been parti 
cularly lucky. The abundant grains 


SILVER IS BETTER THAN 
OLD! 





from his fields, fetched him a good 
price in the market. He had been 
able to set apart eight silver coins 
as savings. The coins were very 
precious to him, and as he toiled in 
his fields, he wondered where he 
could hide them, for he wished to 
keep them safe from the thieves 
who often robbed the villagers 

Suddenly, an idea occurred to 
him. The King of Malwa had a 
palace which was situated ata short 
distance from the village. The King 
used it only during the summer 
months. But once, when Ramu’s 
sheep had strayed into the garden 
of the palace he had noticed two 
sentries, guarding it. This, Ramu 
thought would be the best hiding 
place for his money. 

So he set out from Sholapur 
towards the palace. The gates were 
strong and massive but he climbed 
them with ease and gently dropped 
down on the other side. Hewaited 
‘a while for the senttries to turn in 
for their afternoon meal. Then he 
slowly crept up to the stone wall of 
the palace. He let his hand roam 
the rugged surface of the wall hoping 
to find a loose stone. Aftera quick 
search, which left him weary and 
perspiring, he found one on the 
eastern side of the building. Gra 
dually, he lifted it an inch, placed 
the pouch carrying his money in 
the crevice, and then replaced the 
stone in its original position. He 
looked fearfully over his shoulder 
once or twice to see if anyone was 
watching him but, tohis relief, there 
was no sign of life anywhere except 
the butterflies which flitted about 
” 


the flowers of the lovely garden. 
Satisfied, he climbed over the gates 
and returned to Sholapur as quickly 
ashe could. 


'T he days passed smoothly. Ramu 

worked harder than ever in his 
field. Until suddenly one day, his 
wife became veryill. She could not 
stir out of her bed. 

Poor Ramu was desperate, for 
in spite of the village-doctor's help 
she grew no better. The doctor 
finally asked him to take her to 
another doctor who lived in a town 
far away. He warned Ramu that 
thejourneyand medical care would 
rove expensive. 


amu headed for the summer 

palace, to retrieve his money 
from its safe hiding place. He had 
saved it for just such a crisis. As 
usual, the palace appeared calm 
and deserted. Stealthily he advan: 
ced towards the wall and shifted 
the stone block. Just ashe clutched 
the bag, he heard a loud, voice 
which startled him out of his wits, 
“Ho, there! What are you up to?” 


Shivering from head to foot, with 
his bag held tightly to his chest, 
Ramu turned slowly to see a t 
broad shouldered man on a beauti- 
fulhorse. The awe inspiring, majes- 
tic form flanked by the two sentries 
unnerved him. It took him some 
moments to realise that he was in 
the presence of the King himself. 
The sentries pounced upon him 
and pushed him unceremoniously 
towards the King’s feet. Ramu 





{folded his hands, reverently before 
the King, hardly daring to speak 
“Who are you? Why were you 
spying on us?” demanded the King. 
“Oh no, sir!" said Ramu with 
dignity. “I'm not a spy. Please 
believe me!” The king waited silent 
ly for his explanation, Sir!" conti: 
ued Ramu, mustering up the cour. 
age to show the coins in his cloth 
bag. “These are my meagre savings 
from this season's harvest. | used 
this place onlyto conceal the money 
inorder to keep it safe, And now, | 
have to spend it, for my sick wife's 
treatment. That is all, sit!” 
Amusement and pity softened 
the King’s heart, He smiled down 
at Ramu but his eyes twinkled mi 
chievously. “What is your name? 
he asked. “lam Ramu, sir,” came 
the reply, 
“Ramu! Forget these coins. Hand 














them over to the sentries. I'll gift 
you fifty gold coins instead, You 
can give your wife the best treatment 
in the world!” said the King, 

“Sir! thank you for your gracious 
gift” said Ramu. “But I'd like to 
have my silver coins as well.” 

The King's eyes turned hard, “In 
that case, you avea greedy man, "I 
place a choice before you, although 
I can easily guess your answer. 
You must choose between my gift 
and your silver coins!” 

“Forgive me, sir!" said Ramu, 
his voice choked with emotion, “It 
gives me pain to refuse your gift 
but | would prefer to have my silver 
coins, They are the fruits of my 
hard labour in the fields of Sholapur. 
Theyare more precious to me than 
all the gold in the world.” 

Surprised and delighted with 
Ramu’s answer the King patted him 
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onthe back, “Wellchosen Ramu!" f 
he said, “I am pleased with your | 
choice. You are a good man and | 
will reward your lack of greed. { 
Accept a hundred gold coins from g 
me, Of course, the silver coins are)" 
yours to keep!" The Kina’s eyes 
twinkled once more. Ramu humbly 
thanked him and returned happily. 
to his village with his reward. ° 
Ramiu's wife recovered after the 
new treatment and she and Ramu 


spent the rest of their days in comfort 
using their wealth wisely and well j 
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Even if the exams. 

Are held & month late: 
Tam made to sway — 
And this | hate! 

Fever | wn to play. 
When | have stdied: 
Deep down inside 
[feel very womer! 





Thave to keep 








Do any of you know, My book in hand 

How boring exams are ? ‘And keep reading 

Unless you stay = Until | endersta 

No chocolate bar! Tcannot rest 

Study, my dear, study: ‘At this boring time 

Your exams are neat! Bye bye: for this 

Study, study, study!” Tethe end of my thyme 
That's all | heat. Korthika Swamy, aged 10 


SS eee 


Music You know. that soft music 
Can be soporitic 

‘The volume of rock music 
Is truly terrific! 


Qh, men of the world 
Do listen to music! 

It serves one and all 
‘Asa free mental tonic! ‘The best medicine is music 
For your tender heart! 


Itcan be heard in times, pad cee 
Both joyous and tragic pecpuon cis price ** 
Often it helps work snd a very great a 


Miracles and magic! Sriram Rojagopalen, aged 14 








— ue Of 
AMAR and 


[En2s tench time. Evenibody in 


class was sharing their lunch with 
someone or the other. Ichibo's 
mother was ery happy that Ichibo's 
lunch box was always empty, with 
no leftovers whea Ichibo returned 
from school, She didn't know of 
course, that Ichibo never ate what 
‘was in her own lunch box, but went 
round the class and ate what she 
liked from other peoples lunch 
boxes! Ichibo loved the samosas. 
that Keya brought. They were 
mich nicer to eat than her mother's 
boring dosas. Whenever she found 
samosas in Keya's lunch box, she 
didn’t even ask her permission,bwt 
helped herself to one and gave 
Keya a dosa in exchange. Keya 
liked dosas anyway, 

1 didn t wnderstand anything i 
the last class,” said Keya to Ichibo. 
as she savoured a dosa smeared 
with chilly powder and oil. “How 
will I do the homework that Ms 
Padma has given ws. Verbs and 
their tenses give mea headache.” 

“Don't worry. I'l explain,” said 
Ichibo, polishing off the last samosa, 










She went to the blackboard and 


took a piece of chalk. “Tense is 
related to Time,” she said seriously. 
Amar went up to the blackboard 
and stood beside Ichibo. “It shows 


ICHIBO 


when the action took place,” he 
said. 

Ichibo frowned at Amar, “I said 
the same thing, didn't |? Don't 
interrupt me!” she said crossly 
She then started writing on the 
board. Soon the whole class began 
to pay attention. This is what Ichibo 
wrote on the blackboard: 


SIMPLE 
PRESENT 


sit 
PAST 


1 si rm 
she danced 

Me ate 

Hive st 


She dances, 
Me eats 

he sn es 
They 


. rewen 


The Simple Past is an easy 
tense," said Ichibo. “Itshows what 
happened in the recent past. That 
needs no explanation, does it?” 
No.” said the classin achorvs. 
“The Simple Presents different,” 
said Ichibo. “Itisa very interesting 
tense. The Simple Present does 
not tell vs what happens now, but 


dha Padmanabhan 
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Ichibo stopped and looked 
around to see if everyone had 
POPPE «ncerstood her. Saritha, the giggler 
ery meal of their class, giggled. 

‘What happened after that?” she 

“It can also be used when you asked. 
tell a story, for dramatic effect,” “I don't know. | just made it 
said Ichibo and she began to speak up," said Ichibo impatiently. 
ina low voice in thrilling accents! 








‘The curtain rises. Its sem a aes 


dark. The phone rings. The [> 
heroine picks itup. She hears J ttt ate ang 
a man’s voice. He threatens MINS 
to kill her, She screams.” 





‘In these sentences, the Verb is 
in the Simple Present but the 
meaning is future, get it?” she 
asked. 

Wow,” said Venkatesh, He had 
a clear, sharp brain. Anything 
difficult fascinated him, He was 
Amar's best friend, “Where did 
Ichibo learn all this, Amar?” he 
asked, “In Grammarla...” began 
Amar. "Ssh..." said Ichibo and 
gestured to him to keep quiet 

Then what is the real Present?” 
asked Venkatesh 

“There is a tense known as the 
Present Continuous,” said Ichibo. 
It is used for an action taking 
place now.” She wrote these 
sentences on the board: 





Where isshe’? She is singing a song. 
tam 

is raining, 
Youare xo 


raincoat because it 


y: 0 school Fight now. 


‘What abovt an action happen 





ing in the present, but not at the 
moment of speaking?" asked Veri 


katesh hurriedly swallowing a purl 





Take this sentence: 


That doesn't mean at the 
moment of speaking, but the learn 
ingis done in the present,” explain 
ed Ichibo. 

'Wow," said Venkatesh, He was 
very fond of this word. “Its getting 
tough,” Ichibo just laughed. “Just 
listen to this,” she said. “The 
Present Continvows can also be 
used to express what is going to 
happen in the future!” 













GRAMMAR, 


A gasp of surprise went round that Ichibo had said. 
the class. The students were all “And then.” said Ichibo, “we also 
ears now. The class was vsvally have the Present Perfect and the 
alert and responsive, wanting to Present Perfect Continuous tenses. 
take part. question and understand, But I'l teach you those later!” 
all except in Ms. Padma's class! Just then. the bell rang, and 
Ms, Padma entered the classroom 
. FETT sc in time to hear her say, "Next 
PNW AAMMMESEEIE Weck, same day. same time,” 
“Same what?” asked Ms. Padma. 
There were muffled giggles from 
“Wow,” said Venkatesh. the students. Ichibo did not reply. 
“Tougher and tougher!" Saritha She smiled to herself and wiped 
giggled as she tried to take in all the blackboard clean. 

















Father : Where's your report card. 
son? 


a cor 








o\eye 











Teacher : In which tense is the 
sentence, My father has money? 
Student | Pretence! 
PS.SI nd 
P.S. Sabhesa Karthic 





+ Can you 

* No, child! 

* Then please keep this packet for 
me till come back from school! 





peanuts, grandpa? 
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Venice, the city of canals, wat 
{famed throughout 


Around 728 years ago a little boy 
named Marco Polo lived in this beaut 
ful city, 


Marco, our livelinood depends on the sea 
Ships come to our port from several lands] 
Bl with their goods, and they trade with us. 


Weare going on this voyage 
‘on business, son! itis sure 
ro bea difficult journey and 





Many: years passed.,. Marco 
Poi6 visited the herbour every- 
day, 


My father stil has not 
returned! 


‘Soon after, Marco's mother died and Marco| 
‘went to live with is retatives, 


must be bravel You will 
‘always have @.g0od home 
with us until your father 
returns, 


Yonrs passed. One-day Ni 
Polo ratumned to Venice, 
his voyage complete. Soon 
fatter he disembarked, 


‘Good God! You are Marco Polo, aren't 
fou? How you've grown, son! 


listening to the stories} 
that his father and! 

MF uncle related about| 

f travels in distant 

B tands. 


‘No one from Europe: 


has ever travelled as 
You do \not Fecognize me) far as China! Visit that countrys 
Marco, but tam your father! 





The Chinese are 
very cultured 


Kubla Khan bade us return to China 
He has asked us to invite some 
Christian monks to visit his country. 
‘Would you also like to come? 


It took more than a year to make all the 
necessary preparations for the journey. In 
the meanwhile Nicolo sold his wares. 


Chinese silk, and this is 


nd these woollen ro tr 
ese woollen clothes are from Cécile: Véhice! 


Thay reached the city of Acre 


where they met a priest 
| must find some 


Christian monks 

to sail with us to 

China. The Chinese 

Emperor Kubla 

Khan has requested 
it 





Why don't you go to They travelled overland to Jerusalern. 
\Jerusalem? You are sure 

to find someone there 

who'd like to accompany 

you to Chinat 


| send two monks with you 
to light the flame of Chris- 
tianity in China, Here is 
some Holy Oil 


‘Are you going to travel through Persia? 
The road lies to the East and is very 
difficult. Besides there is fighting going 
on between the Egyptians and the 
Mongols, 





‘But, father! It gave us a wonderful 
‘opportunity to visi 
thankful for that! 


Certainly not! Iwish to travelto distant 
lands with you! 


es 


oN 
; SD 


Gobi Desert 
& 





wveral days oF tr 
nthosedaystherewereno aeroplanes | AM@r 9 y 


br any modern means of transportation. 


‘And 60 they travelled on, past the . ~ 
place now known as the Baku olf 
fields, (from which millions of gallons 
of oll are extracted even today) 
Until they reached, 


Look Marco! These 
people train hawks to 
hunt for them} 





They travelled up = mou ST Come ont if we can getinto that castle, 
Suddeniy 5 we will be safe 

hag  D 
Bandits! Bandits! 


Then there’s no other way. We will have| 
to travel over land. 


That we raturn to Kerman. fis 
two hundred miles behind us. 


Marco! Ration 
‘out the water: 
in small 
quantities. 





‘They had passed Baikh —\ 
when they came to the moun* 
tain country called "Roof of the” 
World.” They began to climb, a 


‘As thoy travelled 
downavalieyMarco” 
asked their guide, 


What is this 
strange animal? 
~ 


Atthisheight, eventhetfire Ff 
does not seem warm! The 
water boils but itis 

rot hot! 





{As they want on Marco easily earntto speak 
the language of the Tartars. 


We must not be | 
separated from 
‘one another and 
we must not lose 
‘our way. That is 
‘most important. 


Uncle Maffeo! Do you think our bones 
too willbe found in this desert one day? 


Marco| Tie bells around the neck of 
each camel 


Hold on to your courage, 
Marco! It has been only 
two days since we set foot 
in the desert. The whole 
journey will last at least @ 


‘Three years had passed since Marco Pol 
had set out on his journey, 





Tm the city of Kan-chow. The journey continued. 


‘Ant Chinese food is delicious! 


Took! There is the Great Wall of China] 


FO ae 
1 bear greetings from thea=<2 
Emperor! He. bids you 
welcome to Ching: You 
fare his honoured guests, 


After forty days of comfortable travel they 
reached the palace of Shandu and were 
‘summoned to the Emperor's court 





Kubla Khan became very fond of 
young Marco Polo 


‘Amazing! You have trained even 
leopards to hunt as if they ware dogs! 


Marco Polo was soon taken 
into the service of the State——_ 
for Kubla Khan realized that 

he was honest and trust 

worthy... After afew years 












For three years Marco Polo ruled 
in the name of the Emperor. 


Kubla Khan then sent Marco Polo to 
Burma as his representative. 





















hese Chinese peaple use paper money’ 
nat a convenient system! One day, 






You have made a note 
of every little detail! It 
is rare to find a man so 
diligent and so hardworking! 
Now you must travel North 





over ch 
vas One day, his 


Kubla Khan is also old. After 
his reign we do not know 
what our position in this, 
country will be. 





Marco! lam growing old! | wish 
toreturn tomy nativeland, 





Marco superviged. thé 
preparations for the a 
long vovage. 


The three of them exchanged theit money 
tor pearls andiother precious stones, 


‘We must stitch several hidden pockets fe 


‘within our clothes, so that we may carry JS 
theseigems safely Goodbye, Marco Polo! Look 
after the Princess.." 


Marco Polo captained a 
large fleet of fourteen 
ships! 

















Alter three months they reached the 
island of Java / 





——— 


fe mast replendh 0 cass, 7 


water supply. Fill the 
ft 


“i Wa ae 


Take heart, Princess! We are nearing 
‘our destination! Persia is very close 














We bear tidings from Kubla Khan. 
Emperor of China, We have had the 
honour of escorting the Queen of 
Persia to her new home! 


They stayed in Persia awhile, resting 
before resuming their journey 





Marco! | have sad news 
for you! Kubla Khan is 
dead! 


With heavy hearts the three of them 
took leave of the King of Persia, 


Father! Ihave been named the captain 
of the fleet! | am going to battle 
Give me leave. 


A mighty battle ensued at 
sea, between the people of 
Venice and the Genoese 


‘Marco Polo wasimprisoned...n prison 
he sought the help of his celhmate. 


{ will tal you the stories of my teavels. 
Will you write them down for me? 









THE SUGAR — PLUM TREE 


Have you ever heard of the Sugar-Plum tree? 
“Tis a tree of great renown 

It blooms on the shore of the Lollipop sea, 

In the garden of Shut-Eye town, 

The fruit that it bears is so wondrously sweet — 
{As those who have tasted it say), 

‘That good little children have only to eat 

Of that fruit to be happy next day. 

They are marshmallows, gum-drops and peppermint canes, 
With &tripings of scarlet and gold, 

And you carry away of the treasure that rains 
‘As much as your apron will hold! 

So come, little child, cuddle closer to me 

In your dainty white night-cap and gown, 

And I'll rock you away to the Sugar-Plum tree 
In the garden of Shut-Eye town. 


EUGENE FIELD. 


Dip You KNOW? 


* Owls and whales share one com 
mon problem. They have not 
learned to move their eyeballs 
and must, therefore, turn their 
whole head around to shift their 
line of vision. 


*Bears have an extremely high 
cholestrol level. They live off their 
fat for months when there is no 
other food available. 





«The giant squid, a kind of cuttle 
fish, grows throughout its lifetime, 
Itcan measure fifty feet from tip 
to tip. 


ein the rain forests of Panama, 


live milions of strange organisms. 74 yi 


Recently, David Roubik of the 
Smithsonian Tropical Research 
Institute discovered some really 
odd bees. They can't cary pollen, 
have no stings, but pack quite a 
bite. They can actually bite, using 
their five sharp teeth on each 


58 


jaw. The species Trigona hypo- 
gea, eat the flesh of dead animals 
after coating their meal with an 
enzyme to break it down to facilli- 
tate digestion, 


*A hundred years isa longtimeas 
far as a human life is concerned. 
Some plants however, are consi- 
dered virtually new born at the 
age of hundred years. The Wel- 

witschia mirabilis, for example, 
survives the hostile conditions of 
the Nabib desert to live for over 
two thousand years. 





ildlife of two locations on 
earth will never be exactly the 
same; the species of a particular 
place and the proportions that 
they exist in are too dependent 
on local conditions, 


Compiled by C. MADHUKUMAR 


ACALYPHA INDICA, 


Cc atmint, a plant which grows in 
England, is as the name svg 
gests a great favourite with cats. 
its botanical name is Nepeta cataria 
and it belongs to the mint family 
— Labiatae. 

A similar Indian plant is the 
common Kuppameni. It makes 
its appearance immediately after 
a shower of rain and can usvally 
bbe seen on manure heaps or empty 
wasteland. Its botanical name is 
Acalypha indica. If you pull out 
the plant from the soil, and hold it 
close to a cat, you will see the cat 
munching the roots of the plant, 
relishing its flavour and smell. 

Acalypha indica is one of the 
most common weeds of the Indian 
plains. It often reaches a height of 
fifty to sixty centimeters. Its leaves, 
are beautifully arranged in a rosette, 
like the petals of a rose. The 
flowers are minvte. Botanists have 
included this plant in the Euphor- 





biaceae family. Many familiar 
plants like the garden croton and 


gooseberry (nellikkai) come under 
this family 
‘paste ~ of Acaljjpha indica 


can be applied on the wounds of 
‘dog which has skin lesions. This 
paste can be mixed with lime 
(chuna) and applied on painful 
insect bites. The paste can also be 
mixed with powdered turmeric to 
cure scabies. The whole plant dried 
and powdered is prescribed for 
respiratory complaints. 

When something is easily avail 
able we ignore it. But for us, 
‘Acalypha indica is a useful medici- 
nal plant. So, although. it looks 
insignificant and appears to be of 
no great importance it has a part 
to play, however small like any 
other larger plant or animal in the 
greater order of living things. 

0.7. RAVINDRAN 
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ew cities in the world can claim 
Fo tradition as old as Madurai 
Its history hearkens back six cen: 
turies before Christ. Itis the ancient 
home of Tamil culture 

Our mythology tells us that Lord 
Siva came to Madurai as Lord 
Sundareswara, garbed in beautiful 
clothes towed the Pandyan princess 
Meenakshi. Sundareswara and 
Meenakshi are now the presiding 
deities of the Madurai temple 
the towering gopurams of this 
architectural masterpiece rise high 
above the countryside of lush fields 
of rice and coconut palms. Inside, 
a pillared portico surrounds the 
sacred tank of the Golden lotus 
According to a legend this tank 
was once used to judge literary 
‘works. Manuscripts of worth would 














“The welcoming gopurams of the great 
Moonaksn Tompie 








float on its discerning waters while 
those lacking merit sank like stones 

A high point in the temple is its 
Court of a Thousand Pillars, each 
‘one vibrantly alive with carvings. 
In the outer corridor are Madurai 


Unique musical pillars, each sounds 
a different note when struck. The 
Meenakshi temple is at its most 
spectacular duringa ten-day festival 
in early May which re-enacts the 
mamiage of the goddess Meenakshi 
to Lord Siva 


Madurai is situated on the banks 
of the river Vaigai. Near the city, 
the nine tall temple towers seem 
to call out in silent welcome 
Madurai means “sweet place” and 





indeed the charming and gracious 
city delights visitors. The jasmine 
flowers which can be bought on 
the streets of Madurai in summer 
are world famous. 

Madurai appears to be flanked 
by two enormous rock formations 
— the yanai malai (elephant rock) 
and naga malai (snake rock). These 
form two great landmarks. 

Tirumalai Nayak Mahal another 
tovrist attraction is a gracious 
palace, famous for the stucco work 
‘on its domes and arches, and for 
the Swarga Vilasam (celestial pavi- 
lion) constricted of brick and mortar 


without the support of asingle rafter 
or girder. 
Eighteen kilometres from 


Madurai is the Alagarkoil temple 





and the ruins of an ancient fortified 
town, set between gentle hills 

The Mariamman Teppakulam 
tank lies to the east of Madurai, the 
scene of a colovrtul floating festival 
held in late January to celebrate 
the birth anniversary of a Nayak 
King 

The fame of Madurai dates back 
to the days of the Tamil classics 
such as the Silappadikaram and 
Manimegalai, The Pandyan rulers 
made this city their capital until 4th 
century A.D, the last ruler being 
Nan Maran, 

The glory of Madurai is still un 
dimmed, Even to this day it is a 
thr g cultural centre which has a 
fascination for travellers from all 
‘over the world, 

















+ Avibran sculptare inthe temple condor Kavitha Ravindran, aged 11. 
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Xe aed at aaa 


Fret zbove the plains, in the 
mountains of China, lived a 
young girl who was as lovely as 
she was kind-hearted. She lived 
’n a cottage with her step-mother 
and stepsister. The stepsister was, 
an ugly girl and her heart was full 
of envy. The more the mother 
compared the two girls, the more 
she hated her step-daughter, The 
two of them set the gitl to do all 
the heave work, The giel did not 
mind, ar d did all the work, without 
complaint 

One day, the git! set off up the 
mountains as usual to fetch fire 
wood. As she climbed the path to 
the highest mountain, the birds 
were singing. She walked along 
happily listening to their chirping 

Suddenly, she spied a swarm of 
bees hovering over something. 
She went closer to see what it 
was, [t was a strange plant, the 
like of which she had never seen 
before. Its leaves were delicate, 
and as clear as glass. Dew drops 
glttered along their edges. Its huge 
orange and red flowers shone like 
gold and gave off a wonderful 
fragrance. 

The git stood still for a moment 
ooking at the beautiful sight. She 
didn’t like to pluck any of the 
flowers, but she gently broke off a 
bud for her hair. For the rest of 
the day, she glowed with happiness 
and her lilting voice rivalled the 
bird song 

That evening when she brought 
the heavy bundle of firewood home, 
she looked lovelier than ever, with 
the flower in her black hair. Her 





step-mother and stepsister stared 
at her angrily 

“Where did you find that lovely 
flower?” demanded her step sister. 
“You should have been gathering 
firewood instead of dressing up,” 
and she snatched the bud from 
the gir’ hair and handed it to her 
mother, 

"Such flowers do not grow in 
these parts,” said the step-mother 
harshly, "Where did you find this?” 
So the gitl related the story of the 
strange plant with leaves of glass 
and huge golden flowers 

Her stepsister was furious, “She 
plucked this bud for herself to spite 
me, mother! Why didn't she pluck 
the biggest flower for me?” she 
screamed, and stamped her foot 
in rage. 

“You must go tomorrow to the 
place where you found this plant, 
you lazy girl. and bring back the 





biggest of those flowers for your 
sister, or don't bother to come 
home at all!” said the cruel step 
mother, The gitl burst into tears 
and promised to fetch the largest 
flower the next day. 


igher up in the mountains, lived 

the Lord of the Snakes, and 
the strange plant grew in his garden. 
The plant was the Lord's favourite, 
because it was always in full bioom, 
and went on flowering even when 
the other plants lost their leaves. 
All the year round, the golden 
flowers perfumed the mountains 
and valleys with their exquisite 
fragrance. The Lord of the Snakes 
went to see his plant each day and 
‘was familiar with its every leaf. He 
was very annoyed to find a bud 
missing. He hid himself in the 
nearby bushes and lay in wait for 
the thie. 
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Before long the lovely git appear: 
ed, She looked at the largest flower 
with sorrow. What a pityto have to 
pluck this! But remembering her 
step-mother's harsh words she sigh: 
ed and stretched out her hand to 
take hold of the flower's strong stalk 
She heard a rustle behind her, a 
asshe tumed, the leaves of a nearby 
bush parted, and the Lord of the f 
Snakes stood before her. gripping 
her wrist, his eyes flashing ike jewels 
in anger. 

The girl sank to the ground ar 
began to sob. Through her tears. 
she told him her unhappy story. 
‘The Lord of the Snakes was deeply 
moved. He helped her to her feet, 
and gently stroked her smooth hair. 

“Don't ery, my love,” he said 

‘Come with me and you shall be 
my bride.” The girl looked up and 
saw his warm smile. and shyly nod 
ded her head. The Lord of the 
Snakes took her back with him to 
hispalace. where they were married 


Vi 





Every kind of flower bloomed in 
the beautiful gardens which sur- 
rounded their mountain palace. 
Sometimes they would rest in the 


shade of a tall tree, and the gitl 
would sing sweet songs to her 
husband. Neither of them were 
aware of time passing. One mom 
ing, the Lord of the Snakes remem 
bered the strange plant with leaves 
of glass. He wished to adorn his 
lovely wife with its beautiful golden 
blossoms. So theyset out to where 
it bloomed far away up the moun 
tains. 


other! So many days have gone 

by and still | have no flowers!” 
whined the stepsister. “I'm sorry, 
my dear. Certainly you must have 
some flowers, There mustbe plenty 
inthe mountains. That foolish gi 
must have lost her way and starved 
to death. Now I shall have to go 
and fetch them myself,” said the 


step-mother and she set out at once. 

The wicked woman walked up 
the mountains and as she came to 
a high ridge, she heard the sound 
of voices. She looked up to see a 
laughing couple approach, and 
quickly hid herself behind a tree, 
peeping around the trunk to see 
‘who was coming. 

As the couple drew nearer, she 
gasped in surprise to see her step: 
daughter, whom she had thought 
dead, beside a handsome man. 
“Dearest wife,” he said tenderly, 
“let me place this flower in your 
hair.” 

The step-mother was not pleased 
at her step daughter's good fortune. 
She suppressed her feelings and 
hurried out to meet the gitl, embra: 
cing her fondly 

“Oh, my long lost treasure,” 
gushed the woman, “How happy! 
am to see you alive and well. | 
have searched for you, from East 
to West, North to South, all these 
days, [have combed these moun- 
tains without rest, and shed a mil: 
ions tears over you! Let me look at 


<P you now, my dear! Oh, how beauti 





ful you look!” 

The girl was moved by her step 
mother’s tears. Her kind heart was 
easily won by the sweet words. 


k, She told her step-mother of her 


‘good fortune and the woman quiver 
ed with fury, though she gave no 
‘outward sign of anger. The kind git! 
invited her step-mother tothe moun- 
tain palace to see her new home. 

She led her step-mother through 
gates of beaten gold and halls with 
walls of jade, into a marble courtyard 


with crystal windows. Her step- 
daughter led her into the garden, 
She wanted to show her step-mother 
the well which held the Water of 
Life, Flowers watered with it never 
faded and those who drank from it 
remained etemally young, Thewell 
was as deep as the mountains. Its 
surface reflected the face of the 
person looking down into the well 
as clearly as a mirror 

The splendid palace flooded the 
greedy woman with envyand hatred. 
Why couldn't her daughter be the 
mistress of this fine palace? Why 
should she live in a cottage for the 
rest of her life? A terrible idea was 
born in the woman's mind 

‘As the git raised the lid of the 


well, she stepped back and pushed 
the gil in. Nosooner had thewater 
closed over her head than she 
rushed to the Lord of the Snakes. 
“'She would not listen to me! told 
her not to climb on the stone. Her 
foot slipped and she fell into the 
well!” she screamed, 

‘At these words, the Lord of the 
Snakes! heart was seized by pain. 
His tears splashed down on his 
silken gown, “You evil woman, 
leave my house and never return. 
You have killed my wife!” he cried. 
Unable to bear the pain of his loss 
he fell down in a dead faint, 


ays passed, and the Lord of 
Shakes appeared tired and pale. 
Hewandered through the gardens, 





sadly gazing at the flowers, or at 
the stars in the sky. But most often 
he would sit on the stone edge of 
the well, tears streaming down his 
cheeks, 

‘One day, as the Lord of the 
Snakes sat by the well gazing down 
into its depths, the water's surface 
suddenly parted and alittle golden 
bird flew out. It fluttered above his 
head and began to sing. 

“Oh, litle bird,” cried the Lord 
of the Snakes, “you remind me of 
mywife, She could singas sweetly 
as you do, Come and sit down,” 
He stretched out his hand and the 
litle bird nestled in his palm. 

From that moment the little bird 
and the Lord of the Snakes were 








inseparable companions. The grief 
struck Lord, thought he could hear 
his wife’s sweet voice in the bird's 
song, He fed the little bird the 
choicest nuts and fruits and tried 
to forget his sorrow, 

In the meanwhile, the wicked 
step ‘mother had not left the palace, 
as the Lord of the Snakes had 
ordered, She kept out of his sight 
but lurked around waiting for an 
opportunity to bring her daughter 
to the palace to be the Lord of the 
Snake's new bride. The evil woman 
was not pleased to see him so 
devoted tothe litle bird, She waited 
for the right moment to do away 
with it, and itwasn’t long in coming 

One day, when the Lord of the 
Snakes left the palace the wicked 
woman snatched the cage from the 
wall and killed the little bird, She 
wrapped it in some mud and left it 
by the cage. When the Lord of the 
Snakes came home she greeted 
himwith noisy sobs, “The cat killed 
the little bird,” she lamented. “It 
breaks my heart to see the little 
creature which gave you so much 
comfort dead! But you must put by 
your grief sir, and marry again. | 
have a beautiful daughter 
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‘The Lord of the Snakes was over: 
come by grief and anger. “Com: 
temptible woman, leave my palace, 
never to return!” he cried. He sat 
stroking the lifeless body of the bird 


for many hours. Then he wrapped 
itina piece of silk and buried it. He 
sat by the grave hour on hour, 
watering it with his tears. 


efore longa tender green shoot 

sprang up from the moist earth 
on the grave of the dead bird by 
which the Lord of the Snakes sat. 
‘The Lord of the Snakes fancied 
that the soul of the bird, pervaded 
the shoot's leaves and flowers. The 
plant grew larger and stronger and 
‘was soon a lovely peach tree, cover- 
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ed with soft, red peaches, that were 
‘sweeter than honey. 

The Lord of the Snakes sat by 
the peach tree each day. -He did 
not eat or drink, His heart was still 
laden with grief and the rustle of 
the leaves of the peach tree were a 
balm to his heart. 





The evil woman was still plotting 
the marriage of her daughter to 
the Lord of the Snakes, and when 
she saw how much he loved the 
peach-tree, her hatred flared anew. 

She set to work at once, and the 
next moming the Lord of the Snakes 
found the tree lyingon the ground, 
chopped to pieces. He knelt by 
the fallen tree and tenderly embra~ 
ced it. His tears flowed freely. He 


gathered the peaches from the 
broken branches, and gentlystroked 
each one before placing them ina 
basket. He carefully splitthe branch- 
es and fashioned a lute from the 
wood. 

When the instrumentwas made, 
the Lord of the Snakes plucked at 
the strings of the lute and the lute 
gave forth a sound as true and 
sweet as a brook murmuring in the 
valley, and the breeze singing in 
the tree tops: The music soothed 
him and made his grief easier to 
bear, From then on, the lute sang 
its sweet song from dawn to dusk, 
until dawn again. 

The evil step-mother, still hiding 
in the palace found his love of the 
Jute hard to bear. She watched for 
her chance andit came at last when 
the Lord of the Snakes went to 
‘walk in the valleys. He had hardly 
left his chamber, when the wicked 
woman rushed in and threw the 
lute into the fire. 

When the Lord of the Snakes 
‘came home in the evening he look: 
ed for the lute in vain. Then all at 
once, he saw the twisted and burned 
end of one string sticking out of 
the fire, Trembling with horror and 
pain, he poked the fire, but found 
only’ some glowing embers. He 
raked them into a small bowl which 
he placed by his couch. 

Days and nights went by and the 
fire in the bowl went on burning 
and giving forth such heat that the 
airin the roomwas always as warm 
as toast. The Lord of the Snakes 
never left the chamber. He sat by 
the fire sadly looking into the flames 























all day and night. 


Ope gay thepalace at came up 
to him and jumped on to his 
master's lap. “I know how you can 
set free your wife, my lord," whisper- 
ed the cat. “You must carry a 
hundred pails of water each day, 
for a hundred days, pouring each 
pail on the fire and the last drop 
‘emptied from the last pail will bring 
back your wife.” 


“Oh, cat! Can thisreallybe true!” 
marveled the Lord of the Snakes 
trembling with joy and hope. 

“Yes, my Lord! The pine tree in 
the valley told me what you must 
do,” replied the cat. “But send 
that evil woman away first!” She is 
the cause of all your sorrows. 

The Lord got back someof 
his old strength for now the spark 
of hope kindled in his heart. He 
summoned the wicked step-mother 
to his chamber. “I would like to 
meet your daughter, but be sure 
not to bring her here before a 
hundred days have passed,” he 
commanded. 

‘The woman agreed to his strange 
request and hurried home to adorn 
her daughter for the forthcoming 
meeting. 

From the very next day the Lord 
of the Snakes, rose from his bed 
before the sky had tured pink in 
the East, and carried pail after pail 





of the water of life to pour on the 
fire, As he neared the end of his 
labour of love, he grew so weary 
that the room seemed to swim 
before his eyes. When he finally 
emptied the last pail on the fire, his 
knees buckled and he sank to the 
floor and slept. 


Thelordof the Snakes lay upon 
the floor all night sleeping and 
was reluctant to open his eyes even 
in the morning, for a gentle hand 
stroked his hair in his dreams. At 
last he opened his eyes and his 
heart was flooded with joy. His 
wife sat by his side, sweeter and 
lovelier than ever. 

The wicked step-mother and 
step-daughter had just reached the 
palace for a hundred days were 





cover, and when they saw the lovely 
gitl by the side of the Lord of the 
Snakes, they were overcome by 
fear and alarm. They tumed and 
rushed away down the mountain, 
at such a pace that they lost their 
foothold, They fell into a deep 
‘gorge and were never seen again, 
No one noticed their absence, ot 
missed them. 

The people of the mountains, 
and the plants and animals in the 
gardens of the mountain palace 
were delighted by the reunion of 
the happy couple. The Lord of the 
Snakes no longer wept, butwas his 
strong handsome self again. The 
‘clever cat was given a place of 
honour in the court, and was never 
far from his master and mistress, 
and they all lived happily ever after. 
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1, What is the largest possible total 
at which you can arrive, by add 
ing four numbers in this square? 
No two numbers should be from 
the same line, vertical or hori 


zontal, 


2, Run through the English alpha: 
betas quickly as possible in your 
head, without using fingers, and 
count the letters containing the 


sound ‘ee’ 





3, Meera wants to buy a sari, The 
shopkeeper has told her that 


the sari and blouse cost Rs. 110. 
He has also told her that the 
sari costs Rs. 100 more than 
theblovseCan you help Meera 
arrive at the price of the sari? 





In a box there are 10 pairs of 
white gloves and 10 pairs of 
black gloves. To get a matching 
pair how many gloves should 
be taken out in the dark? 


What is common to the follow: 
ing? 
Sir Henry Cotton 
* Sir C, Sankaran Nair 
* Mrs, Annie Besant 
* C. Subramaniam 


‘The distance between the two 
towns Rampur and Krishnapur 
is 200 kms, A car starts from 





Rampur towards Krishnapur at 
a steady 60 km.p.h. Half an 
hour later, another car from 


Krishnapur 


starts 


towards 
Rampur at 70 km. per hour. 
Which car will be nearest to 
Krishnapurwhen the two meet? 


7. Divide twenty by one half and. 
substract 20 from the product. 


What is the number you get? 


8. Only four cups of water are re- 


quired for making tea. There 


contain 5 cups of water and 
another that can contain three 
cups of water. How can four 
cups of water be measured with 


the two jugs? 


ANSWERS ON PAGE 8 
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‘oan of Arc, the Maid of France was 
born ata time when France was torn 

by war with the English. She was born of 
simple peasants but in her thirteenth ye 
something happened to Joan, that was 
to set her apart from her companions, 
‘Sho was in her father’s garden when she 
thought she heard the voice of God 
speaking to her, She afterwards made 2 
vow that she would remain unmarried, 
‘nd lead a godly Me, The voices continued 
for the next few years, occuring three oF 
four times a week, and Joan became 
‘convinced that it was her mission to save 
her country from the English, and crown 
the Dauphin of France at Rheims Cathe 
ral 

‘When she was sixteen, her village was 
burnt down and the same year, news 
came that the English were besieging 
Orleans. Joan decided to visit the court 
of the Dauphin and persuade him to let 
her go to the ald of the besieged city 
After her first interview with the Dauphin, 
Joan headed the army which marched to 
relieve Orleans. Joining up with the 
besieged Frenchmen, the army then 
proceeded to attack the English with 
Tenewed spirit, inspired by Joan, 

‘Without the support of the King, how: 
ever, Joan could do litle, The Dauphin, 
now King Charles VII followed a weak 
and divided policy that reduced her to 
inactivity. In the spring of 1430, without 
permission from the King, she went offto 
fight the English and their allies. During 
a skimmish at the town of Compiegne, 
Joan was taken prisoner. Bedford, the 
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leader of the English realized that the 
French were beginning to regard heras a 
saint. If she could be discredited, her 
influence would be broken. He decided 
to put her on trial for witchcraft. 

‘On May 30, 1431, atthe age of nineteen, 
Joan of Arcwas accused of being a heretic, 
‘and condemned to be burnt to death at 
the stake, She held a cross to her lips as 
the fire was lit. Herlast word before she 
died in the flames was “Jesus”. Its said 
that her heart was found unburnt in the 
‘embers. Her ashes were scattered on the 
waters of the Seine, 

In death she lived, Her name and 
reputation for saininess survived, Twenty 
five years later, Charles VI, urged by a 
bad conscience, had her good name 
restored, And five hundred years later, in 
"1920, Joan of Are was cononized as a 
saint of Roman Catholic Church. 


Sorlizang Amadeus Mota was the 
second child of Leopold Mozart an 
Austrian violinist. Woligang and his sister 
were both child prodigies — extremely 


gifted musicians, When Wolfgang was 
Six, his father began to take him and his 
sister on concert tours. The brillant 
children played before kings and queens 
allover Europe. Theirtours gained them 
much fame but litle money. 

Back at Salzburg his hometown, the 
‘Archbishop had Wolfgang locked up while 
hhe composed a cantata(a piece of classical 
Wester music) as a test of the genuine: 
ness of his work Young Mozart was then 
appointed Concert Master. 

‘Antving in Rome in Holy Week, Leopold 





Mozart took his son to the Sistine Chapel 
to hear the famous musical composition 
that no one was allowed to copy. After 2 
single hearing Wolfgang wrote the whole 
work out from memory, and then took 
his copy back to the Chapel in his hat to 
correct it at the second hearing 

Mozart’ first opera was Mithridates. It 

‘was performed in Milan, when he was still 
only fourteen, Mozart conducted the 
orchestra — the largest in Europe — 
while playing the harpischord. It was 2 
competent work, but not strikingly original. 
Mozart had written nothing more his 
name would have been almost forgotten 
today, 
{At fitteen Wollgang was no longer @ 
prodigy because he had ceased to be @ 
{hild, and no-one wanted to employ him. 
His natural gaiety and love of fun gave 
away to bitterness and depression. With 
‘noob and no prospects hewent ioVienna 
and married Constanze Weber, and within 
fa year the first of their six children was 
bom. 

in the year of his marriage Mozart 
composed six quartets, which he dedicated 
to Haydn his frend and mentor. After 
hearing three, the famous composer said 
to Mozart's father : “In the face of God 
and a an honest man, [tell you your son 
is the greatest composer known to me 
either personally or by reputation.” 

‘Athirty, he wrote an opera called The 
Marriage of Figaro, and after the first 
performance the orchestra and singers 
Joined the audience in applauding the 
‘composer. This brought him a commission 
{or another opera, perhaps even greater, 
Don Giovanni, Mozart was at last given 
‘employment in Vienna. The Emperor 
appointed him chamber musician and 
Court composer, with a salary that just 
paid his rent. 

‘Mozart had only another four years to 
lve, Itwas in those years of sickness and 
poverty that he composed his greatest 
Symphonies and concertos, his purest 
chamber music, and the sublime opera 
The Magic Flute. Exhausted and gravely 
ill he dictated the music of his lat work 
from his bed unt, with the score stil 
unfinished, he died 











[ANSWERS TO THE QUIZZLES 


14 +9 +124 5=40. 

Eight letters. B.C,D,E,G,P,T, 
and V. 

The sari costs Rs. 105. 

Eleven. 

Allof them have been Presidents 
ofthe Indian National Congress, 
in the years 1904, 1897, 1917, 
and 1969 

6. Both are at the same distance 
from Krishnapur. 

20 divided by one half means 
20 X 2/1. Answar is twenty. 
Fill up the larger jug first and 
from that fill up the smaller jug. 
The balance of two cups in the 
larger jug is taken for tea. Pour 
back the water from the smaller 
juginta the larger jugand fill up 
thelargerjug. Fillup the smaller 
jug with water from the larger 
jug. The balance in the larger 
jug is two cups. Add this to the 
two cups already collected to 
make four cups, 
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We know that many of you 
‘enjoy writing forGokulam. We 
have published many essays, 
poems and stories written by 
our young readers. In 
decided to award 
‘a cash prize of Rs. 100/-to the 
best contribution by those under 
sixteen. We received many 
entries for this prize, but could 
not publish them all. So we 
have decided that this cash prize 
will be awarded to the best 
contribution in every issue of 
Gokulam! 


We would like to remind our 
readers of a few rules both for 
the competition and for those 
‘of you who wish to become 
journalists in later years. 













1. Weite only on one side of 
8 sheet of paper. 

Write os neatly as possible 
with adequate margins on 
‘every side of your sheet. 
If you can get your article 
typed that would be even 
botter. 

The story, article or poem 
which you send must be 
original, straight out of 
your own head. You must 
not copy it down from @ 
book. If you do however 
adapt the matter from 
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WIN A PRIZE? 


























‘another source, you must 
‘write down the name of 
the book and the author 
tight at the top of the 
page. 

. Many of you forget to 
put your NAME, AGE and 
ADDRESS on your work. 
‘Such contributions will 
not be considered for 
the prize. 

. We regret that we cannot 
undertake to return the 
manuscripts that ore not 
considered for publica- 
tion. 

. You can send us a black 

‘and white passport size 

photograph of yourself. 

{It will be published if you 

win the prize. 

Snippets, jokes, anecdotes 

‘and puzzles that you might 

like to share with other 

readers are most wel 
come. They must also be 
accompanied by your 

NAME, AGE and ADDRESS 

to be considered for 

publication. They will not 
however be considered for 
the cash prize. 






























































































|. Our address — Gokulam 


(English), Guindy, Madras- 
600 032. 





_aS*iily 
LEELA 


January '89 





Dear Readers, 
Iwish each one of youan informative and successful 1989. 


wuilleppear onlyinmy column. Answer to questions may be 
found anywhere, if YOu ore prepared to look for them 
V.Poornima, aged 9 ‘wrote to me, asking me why animals: 
yee tals and K. Bhaskar, aged “12 asked me how spiders 
pin webs, Though these questions vere not mentioned in 
wry column in the December Iss their answers may have 
been found in the articles — ‘animal Tails and The Wonder 
fol Spider, Similarly a question ‘about the sweetest thing In 
the world was answered by ‘snippet by S. Gayatri on Pose: 13, 

“sor my advice to you this time, s read each issue of 
Gokulam: carefully from cover to ‘cover so that no information 
fat you might have wished to know ‘escapes you! 

Please remember that questions that do not bear your 
Name, Age and Address will nol be published. Looking 
onward to hearing from you at my usual address, 

‘Your friend, 


ce 
indy, paste 
} Madras-600 032. Aad Ft ey) 








2. Who invented the calender? 
Rama Senthilkumar, 
Tanjore. 


























‘A. Every civilization had its own 
way’ of dividing time into days, 
weeks and months, and many 
systems were evolved. 

Today, most of us follow a 
strange combination of the Chris: 
tian and Roman calendars. 

‘Aneraisa period of years reckon 
ed from a given point in time, The 
Christian era began with the birth 
of Jesus, The things which occurr- 
ed before the birth of Jesus are 
said to be Before Christ (B. C.) 
and things happening since then 
are spoken of as occuring in a 
particular year Anno Domini (A.D.) 
which means In the Year of our 
Lord. 

“The Romans reckoned their dates 
as Anno Urbis Conditae, (AU.C.) 
which means from the Year of the 
building of the City (the founding 
of Rome). Forfive centuries after 
Christ, the Christians recorded their 
time just like the Romans in whose 
midst they lived. 


In 532 AD, Dionysius Exiguus, 
a Scythian monk proposed that 
Christians should date all events 
as from the birth of Christ. He 
came to the conclusion that Jesus 
was born on December 25, in the 
753rd year from the building of 
Rome. The Roman year began in 
January. Itwould make things too 
‘complicated if the Christian year 
began on another day. So Exiquus 
decided that the Christian year 
would begin on January 1, 754 
A.U.C., which was called 1 A. D. 
So the first year of the Christian 
era is not the year of the birth of 
Jesus but the year after! 

Another little interesting detail 
(though it doesnot directly pertain 
to your question Rama!) is that 
further research shows that Jesus 
was not born in 753 A. U. C. as 
Exiguus believed, but that he was 
born five or six years earlier. Herod 
diedin 750A. U.C. and Jesus was 
certainly born before that. So we 
have a strange contradiction that 
Jesus was bon in 6 B. C.! 

@. Why does still water reflect a 
distant scene? 
T. Raghuvar, 
Hyderabad. 


A. Still water, like many other 
surfaces, Is an’ exact reflector of 
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light, It throws the light waves 
back from itself without mixing 
them up or distorting them. So 
Jong as it does this we can see the 
image of the object which threwiits 
light on the water. The distance 
from which the light comes has 
nothing to do with what happens 
to it when it touches the water. 
That's why we can sometimes see 
trees reflected in the water, but 
can also see the moon, and the 
sun reflected in it though they are 
millions of miles away. 


Q. Who invented X-ray: 
S. Gopinath, 
Kuthalam. 





A. X-rays always existed. So 
they didn’t have to be invented. 
They were discovered in 1895 by 
Professor Rontgen who was exper 
menting in his laboratory with the 
Crookes tube, He had wrapped it 
in black paper so that no light 
could be seen from it, To his 
astonishment he noticed that a 
piece of cardboard covered with 
yellow crystals Iying on a table 
Some yards away glowing bright 
ly. He concluded that some rays 
from the Crookes tube had 
penetrated the black paper, 
travelled to the crystals and caused 
them to glow. He had discovered 
x-rays or the Réntgen rays. 


Q. How did writing start? 
Bhorat Kumar, 
Arun Kumar, 
Pondicherry. 


Many scientists today believe 





that language or speech is what 
makes man what he is. They 
believe that mankind came into 
existence when the ancestors of 
men became developed into 
human beings who could talk. 
we couldn't be called human if 
we didn’t have the power of 
speech in one form or another. 

Men however, did not always 
write. Writing is a form of 
language — written instead of 
spoken, Itis much more difficult 
tolearn.f you think fora moment 
you will know why, Speech was 
easy to invent for it grew out of 
sounds or noises that meant 
pleasure, anger or distress. But 
writing required many people to 
agree with one another that 
certain marks mean certain things. 
It grew out of simple pictures like 
an eye, or the sun ora man. 

Who first began to write? No 
one can say. The beginning of 
writing is lost in the mists of 
time, We definitely have evi- 
dence of the existence of humans 
who scratched varieties of crude 
\writing and pictures on the walls of 
caves, but it is difficult to deter- 
mine exactly when they lived. 


Most people agree however 
that writing was easily the most 
wonderful invention of all time 
The first step in the progress of 
rational man. 


Q, Why doesn't a rainbow appear 

‘each day? 

S. Rojeswari, 

Ponneri. 
‘A. It was Sir Isaac Newton who 
discovered how a rainbow was 
formed. He bored a hole through 
a shutter of a room to allow a ray 
of light into a darkened room. He 
allowed it to pass through a prism. 






He found that it split into the 
different colours of the rainbow. 
Newton. had discovered the 
spectrum. 

White sunlight is a mixture of 
colours. The rainbow is made from 
the white light of the sun, The 
light is broken up into the seven 
colours of the spectrum by being 
reflected from the countless rain- 
drops in the sky. The raindrops 
act just like Newton's prism. 

A rainbow cannot appear each 
day because the water droplets 
(raindrops) and sunshine aren'tin 
the correct proportion everxiay 
to allow the phenomenon. 


@. Who invented the anema 
camera? 
T.S. Shankar, 
Bombay. 


A. The cinema itself cannot be 
said to have been invented by one 
man. Rather, itis the product of 
the discoveries and inventions of 
manymenall working towards the 
same end. So the moving picture 
was not invented, it evolved. 

The pioneers of this field were 
the inventors of he common photo- 
graph, but the most significant step 
in this direction was taken when 
the Zeotrope or the wheel of life, 
was invented by W.G. Homer, an 
English mathematician. This instru: 
ment gave to pictures an appear: 
ance of vivid movernent. The Zeo 
trope was improved upon. In 
1872 Edward Muybridge, of San 
Fransisco thought of a novel 
way to photograph a horse. He 
positioned twentyfour cameras 
along one side of the track and 
erected a high white fence along 
the otherside. He connected each 
spring which positioned the shutter 
of each camera to the fence by 
means of threads. As the hotse 
ran it took twenty four pictures of 
itself. The concept of adapting 
photography to the Zeotrope was 
born. 

In 1884 George Eastman 
invented the first real photo- 
graphic film,and the camera which 
‘would take a series of pictures on 
perforated celluloid film as we 
know it was patented by William 
Friese Greene, in 1889. His 
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claim ot being the inventor of 
the moving-picture camera was 
accepted at the States Circuit Court 
‘of New York, 

Augustin Le Prince, a French- 
man settled in England also 
invented a multiple-lens camera 
for taking moving pictures, He 
developed single lens camera as 
well, He too had thought of per- 
forated film. 

Both Le Prince and Friese 
Greene succeeded in projecting 
their pictures onto screens but 
the first really satisfactory pro: 
jector was invented by an 
Englishman named Robert. W. 
Paul in 1895, 


Q. What is paper made of? 
Kalyani Raman, 
Bangalore. 


A. Paper can be made of almost 
any fibrous vegetable material and 
has been made at some time or 
another of wood, cotton, linen, 
papyrus, moss, peat, grass, tobacco 
stalks and even asbestos. 

Cotton and linen rags are ‘Weal 





for paper making but the supply 
islimited and the cost high. Esparto 
grass is used but the principal 
material is wood pulp. The supply 
of wood pulp is scarce and experi- 
‘ments are constantly being made 
to find raw material for the paper 
maker, 

Paper can also be made from 
old waste paper. This is called 
recycling, This process is en- 
couraged all over the world as it 
prevents trees from being cut 
down to make paper. 


Q. Why and where do earth- 
quakes occur? 
Kishore Kumar, 
Jobelpur. 


A. Earthquakes occur when there 
are great cracks deep below the 
ground. The rocks on each side of 
the crack suddenly slide past each 
other. This makes the ground 
shake. The shaking may last Just a 
few minutes or may be strong 
enough to make buildings fall 
down, The recent earthquake in 
Armenia has ravaged the country. 
It has claimed over 60,000 lives. 

It is impossible to predict an 
earthquake. Scientists try to 
locate cracks in the earth's sur: 
face (cabled faults) and try to 
guage when a tremor might 
occur 

‘The worst known earthquakes 
have occurred in China. An 
earthquake in Shensi killed over 
800,000 people in 1556, and in 
1976 an earthquake at Tangshan 
claimed 750,000 people. 












The Russian writer Leo 
Tolstoy, is one of world’s grea- 
test novelists, He wrote a great 
many stories long and short, and 
they have been translated into 
many languages. Here is an 
Indian adaptation of a story he 
wrote for young people, It is 
part ofa collection of five, known 
as The Empty Drum. 


he thought came to a certain 
ing, that he would never fail 

if he knew the answers to three 
vital questions. How he could do 


the right thing at the right time? 
Who were the people he needed 
most? And which affairs were most 
important to him? 


‘The king sent messengers throu: 
ghout the land promising a large 
sum of money to anyone who 
could answer his three questions. 
Many wise men came to the 
king, but their answers differed 
from one to another, and the king 
agreed with none of them and gave 
no reward. Instead he decided to 
ask the advice of a hermit widely 





famed for his wisdom 

The hermit lived in a wood which 
he never left. He saw none but 
simple people, So the king put on 
humble clothes and left his horse 
with his bodygaurd, going forward 
alone to meet the hermit. The 
hermit was digging the ground in 
front of his hut. He greeted the 
king and continued digging He 
seemed old and weak, and each 
time he turned a little earth with 
his spade he breathed heavily. 
The king went up to the hermit 
and said “I have come to you, 
wise hermit, to ask you to answer 
three questions, How can I do the 
right thing at the right time? Who 
are the people I need most? And 
what affairs are the most impor- 
tant?” The hermit listened to the 
king but did not answer him, He 
continued to dig in silence. Seeing 
that the hermit was very weary the 
king offered to dig in his place. 
The hermit wearily yielded up the 
spade, thanked the king and sat 
down, 

‘When the king had dug two beds 
he stopped and repeated his ques 
tions. The hermit again gave no 
answer but stood up and stretching 
out his hand for the spade, asked 
the king to rest while he worked. 

But the king did not give him 
the spade and continued to dig. A 
long time passed, The sun went 
down behind the trees and at last 
the king stuck the spade into the 
ground and said “I came here 
seeking answers to my questions. 
Ifyou can give me none tell me so 
and | will return home.” 


Just then the hermit and the 
king noticed a bearded man app: 
roach at a run. When the man 
reached them he fell fainting to 
the ground, The king and the 
hermit unfastened the man's cloth: 
ing and found that the man had a 
large wound by his chest. The 
king washed and dressed the 
wound until it stopped bleeding, 


The man began to feel better 
and the king brought him some: 
thing to eat and drink, By this 
time it was dark and the air was 
cool, So the king, with the hermit's 
help cared the wounded man into 
the hut and laid him on a bed, 
He closed his eyes and lay quietly, 
The king too, tired by walk and 
the work he had done dozed off 
and slept through the whole of 
the night, 


"The next moming when the king 
awoke he saw that the bearded 
man was looking at him with 
shining eyes, “Forgive me”, said 
the bearded man in a weak voice 
to the king. 

“L do not know you and I have 
nothing to forgive you for,” said 
the king. 

“You do not know me but | 
know you, 1am an enemy of 
yours. | swore to revenge myself 
‘on you because you killed my 
brothers and seized my property, 
knew you had gone to visit the 
hermit, I made up my mind to kill 
you on your way home. But the 
hours passed. and you did not re 
tum, Sol decided to leave my hiding 
place. But when I came upon 
your bodygaurds, they recognized 
me and wounded me, | escaped 








from them but I should have died 
ifyou had not dressed my wounds. 
wished to kill you and you have 
saved my life. Now, if I live, and if 
you wish it, I will be your most 
faithful slave and will order my 
sons to serve you as well, Can 
you forgive me'?” 

The king was very glad to have 
made peace with his enemy so 
easily and to have gained his friend: 
ship. He not only forgave him but 
promised to send his own servants 
and doctor to attend upon him, 
and to give back the man his 
property, 

Leaving the wounded man, the 
king' walked out of the hut and 
looked around for the hermit, 
Before going away he wished to 
beg him for an answer to his three 
questions, The hermit was on his 
knees sowing seeds in the earth 
which he had dug the day before. 
The king went up to the hermit 
and said “For the last time, I pray 
you to answer my questions wise 
man!” 

“You have already been answer- 
edt” said the hermit who was bent 
down to the ground. He looked 
up at the king who stood before 





him in surprise. 

“Answered? How? What do 
you mean?” asked the king, 

“Do you not see,” replied the 
hermit, “If you had not pitied my 
weakness yesterday, if you had not 
dug for me and had gone on 
your way, that man would have 
attacked you and you would have 
been killed, So the most important 
time was when you were digging 
the beds and at that time I was the 
‘most important business!" The 
king nodded. He was beginning 
to understand. 

“After that when the man ran to 
us, the most Important time was 
when you were attending to him. 
If youhad not dressed his wounds 
he would have died without having 
made peace with you, So he was 
your most important man and 
what you did for him was your 
most important business, Remem: 
ber king, there is only one time 
that is most important — and it is 
now! It is the most’ important 
time, because it is the only time 
that we have any power, The most 
necessary man is the man you are 
with at any moment, for no man 
knows whether he will ever meet 
any one else, and the most impor- 
tant business is to do that man 
good, because man was sent into 
this life for that purpose alone!” 

The king bowed before the 
hermit and went back to his palace, 
a wiser man than before. 


‘Adaption by 
ratibha. 





Imran Khan, the Captain of the cricket team of Pakistan, 
is a great all-rounder, and one of the fastest bowlers in the 
world. He has proved himself to be asuccessful captain, and 
has led his team to victory on several occasions. 

His personal victory has also been phenomenal. He 
took 16 Indian wickets giving away only 14 runs in Sharjah. 
This was his best performance in the One-day game. Another 
rare feat was his 117 runs scored against India, in the Faislabad 
Test in which he also claimed 11 wickets for 182 runs. 

Imran Khan is now in Australia for the World Series 
Tournament. The story of his childhood days throws much 
light on the man and his career, which is adapted here for 
the young readers of Gokulam from his autobiography. 


was my mother who was interested 
in cricket! 

When I was about seven years 
old my mother took me to watch 
a Test Match in which Pakistan 
played the West Indies. I watched 






Juite frankly, for the first eleven 7 

years of my life, | agreed with 
my father that cricket was quite a 
boring game, in which you had to 
stand around too much. To this 
day my father remains blissfully un- 
aware the game's subtleties. It 


the Pakistani opening batsman Ijaz 
Butt, being carried off the field 
with’ broken nose with blood 
pouring down his shirt, and Wes 
Hall, tall and dangerous, come 
thundering in to bow! right from 
the sightscreen near the boundary 
line. I must say that this experience 
didn’t inspire me withenthusiasm. 
Yet 1 suppose it was inevitable 
that | should play the game. 

My mother’s most vivid recollec: 
tions of the game stem from the 
time when her family lived in 
Jallunder before the Partition, 
and the men in her family played 
cricket all day long. My mother's, 
brother Ahmad Raza Khan played 
first-class cricket before Partition 
and so did his two sons. My uncle 
Jehangir Khan played four times 
for India in the thirties. Whenever 
my mother’s family had one of 
their gatherings the main topic of 
conversation was always cricket! 
So | suppose cricket was truly in 
my blood. Its strange to think 
that my mother and her two sisters 
produced three Pakistani captains 
between them — Majid Khan, 
Javed Burki and myself! 


Boyrthe time! was eleven, we move 
edtothe Zaman Park area of Lahore. 
It was a locality in which much of 
my mother's family lived. Javed 
Zaman (the Park was named after 
his father) was my mother’s cousin, 
We called him “The Godfather.” 
He was in charge of the sporting 
activities of Zaman Park. 
The middle section of Zaman 
Park was always busy with sporting 
activities of a very high standard 
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cricket in particular. All my family 
who lived in this area played in 
the Park. The standard was too 
high for me most of the time. The 
age of the players would range 
from ten to forty. The two captains 
would select their sides and I 
‘would stand there, my face red 
with embarrassment, knowing that 
I would be the last to be selected. 
I knew that | was outclassed by 
the rest of the players. My bowling 
was more of a danger to the fiel- 
ders than to the batsmen and [ 
didn't like to field at all! | would 
try to swing wildly while batting 
and was usually dismissed after 
facing just a few balls. Iwas a bad 
loser. -I would stand my ground 
at the crease, refusing to budge 
when I was dismissed, telling every- 
one that | hadn't been ready to 
face the ball! But these tantrums 
never helped me, my team-mates 
saw to that! 

I hated playing cricket badly. 
So I was often tempted to escape 
from cricket and try my hand at 
another sport at which I was bette. 
But no one who was my age 
wanted to play anything else! So 
Thad to keep trying to play cricket, 
‘and trying to understand the game 
better. 


Luckily for me, a kindly old 
games superintendent famed 
Naseer Ahmed took an interest in 
my game, One day, just after I 
had scored twelve runs off four 
balls and was beaming with pride, 
he came up to me and told me 
that if that was the way I was going 
to play | wouldn't be on the school 


team. 1 was surprised and rather 
shocked! He explained that he 
did not care how slowly I played, 
or for how long I stayed at the 
crease as long as | followed two 
basic rules of batting, He showed 
me how to play back to the short 
pitched ball and how to play for- 
ward to a delivery that pitched 
up. Both these required a straight 
at. 

After receiving this advice my 
whole attitude to cricket changed. 
It became an obsession. | would 
play with my elders in Zaman Park 
after school, and then make our 
servants and my sisters bowl to 
me for hours. When it was dark, | 
would move indoors where my 
batting would prove a serious 
threat to the mirrors and windows 
fof our house. Maybe that's why 
two of our servants left around 
this time. I'm sure they didn't like 
bowling till midnight! 









[ha been born into a privileged 
environment, and I didn't have to 
worry about anything. Perhaps 
this was what made me so sure of 
myself, I had a lot of self confi- 
dence, When I started playing for 
my school | decided that I would 
be the youngest player to represent 
Pakistan in Tests’ To my young 
mind, it was as simple as that. 
Majid (six years older than me) 
was already playing Tests, s0 why 
couldn't I? I was after all the best 
batsman in school, with topscores 
to my credit! 

As | gradually improved my 
‘game, my cousins Javed Burki and 
Majid Khan, took me to the Gym- 
khana Club for practice at the nets. 
By the time I was fourteen, | played 
cricket at the Gymkhana whenever 
any of the members felt that it 
‘was too hot to play. This was a 
rare privilege, denied to boys who 
were more talented than I’ was, 
The Gymkhana cricket ground is 
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one of the prettiest cricket areas 1 
have seen, and I grew to love it. If 
Thadn’t been lucky enough to play 
there and at school during my 
formative years, | doubt whether 
I'd have made a name as a cricke- 
ter. 


Bm T was inspired by my 
two illustrious cousins. Javed 
Burki was doing extremely well in. 
Tests at that time, and I took a 
great family pride in his achieve- 
ments, although I myself was better 
at soccer, hockey and swimming. 
Once | watched Javed score a 
hundred in Lahore against the 
English tedm. He repeated this 
feat again in that series. I basked 
in this reflected glory at school. 
His example stirred my own ambi- 
tion to be a successful cricketer. 
Majid was at the same school as 
me, It was a joy to watch him 
play because his timing was superb 
and his strokeplay dazzling. When 
he made a century and took six 
wickets on his first-class debut 
he was just fifteen — but none of 
us thought it strange! So | was 
coached often by two Test captains 
but | never thought of it as my 
good fortune at that time. I just 
took it for granted. 


‘Wy ten was teen ager, peor 
in Lahore loved to fly kites and 
was engaged in this delightful acti- 
vity during the two winter months. 
When the craze was at its peak, 
I used to run from one part of 
Zaman Park to the other. It was 
almost a mile! I would sprint (not 


of 


just jog along) about a hundred 
times back and forth each day! It 
was often like an obstacle course 
chasing kites over walls, ledges, 
fields, roads and ploughed land. | 
chased kites during the season, 
for about five years and unkno- 
wingly strengthened my legs and 
knees which are usually vulnerable 
areas for a fast bowler, 


I was so cricket crazy that I'd 
play in all kinds of weather, The 
monsoon made me restless for I 
longed to be out on the field. 
During the summer my family 
would go to the hills to escape 
the heat but I would stay in Lahore 
to play in the Gymkhana often in 
the blazing sun, 


At sixteen, I still had no interest 
in bowling. No young people 
‘worshipped bowlers in those days. 
Our heroes were batsmen. | was 
still the best batsman in school and 
1 saw myself as the next Brad- 
man! But as I grew taller I found | 
could bowl quite sharply. | was 
tall and strong and thought it was 
fun to watch batsmen hop around 
my short pitched deliveries. 

Yet I didn't take bowling seri- 
ously until I was summoned to 
the trails for the selection of an 
under-nineteen Pakistani’ side 
to visit England. I was three years 
younger than most of the others, 
but not at all nervous. I was one 
among a few hundred trialists but 
was very sure of a place in the 
team. 

What a disappoinment was in 
store for me! I had faced about 
twelve balls, when the selector 


shouted “Next please!” I had 
been beaten by six of the twelve 
deliveries and slowly I began to 
realize that I was a reject! Then I 
was asked to bowl and I was singled 
out for some attention. | was 
selected as the opening bowler 
for the under-nineteen side and 
sadly as a tail-end batsman. 


Needless to say I didn't do too 
well against England on that tour. 
But it was the beginning of my 
career. I returned to Pakistan and 
made my debut in first-class 
cricket for Lahore when I was 
sixteen-and-a-half. 1 was by 
this time gradually beginning to 
realize that | was definitely not as 
good as my cousins. I had been 
selected only because there were 
no other fast bowlers around. | 
also realized that the,other reason 
for my being on the side was 





nepotism. My uncle was the chair: 


man of selectors! Things grew 
worse when | suffered a back injury 
trying to bowl too fast. 

Twas seventeen by the time my 
back injury cleared up and was 
now set on playing Test Cricket. 1 
took my bowling very seriously 
now. My action wasn't good, as 
the respected coach and player 
Billy Ibadulla pointed out to me, 
but I could bowl huge inswingers 
which brought me many easy 
wickets in the first-class season. 
The captain of the Lahore side 
was Javed Burki, my cousin, He 
handled me very well, and I finally 
achieved my childhood ambition 
when I was selected to a side which 
was to tour England in 1971. 1 
had always told myself that I would 
represent my country. My only 
regret was that it had taken such 
a long time for me to do so. 
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Iwas happy to read the 
thought provoking edito: 
nial inthe December sue 
‘of English Gokulam, 
about the controversial 
subject of atomic power 
for peaceful purposes My 
own view as a student, is 
that the plan to set up a 
nuclear power station in 
Koodankulam, Tamil 
Nadu or indeed in any 
other part of the world 
‘must be guen up, Measu 
res must be taken against 
such steps or our own 
future will prove catas: 
trophic. | hope that the 
forthcoming editorials of 
Gokulam, will aso discuss 
such issues of interna: 
tional importance 

Pala R. Ashok, 

Trety. 





° 


The answer to one of 
the questions on the 
profit made by Sheela in 
Quiles which appeared 
in the December issue of 








Gokulam was given as 
thirty, The answer is 
twenty, 

R. Sukanya, 

Madras, 


The error is regretted. 
° 


| was moved by Ustad 
‘Amjad Ali Khan's child 
hood days, which appear 
ed in the December sue 
of Gohulam. What a disc 
plined ie he led It is 
always difficult for a child 
prodigy (like the Ustad 
was) to enter into the 
games of other children 
fof the same age. This 
hhas been proved over and, 
‘over again by the stories 
of great men, 


The arts of India were 
protected in the past by 
Aisciplining the young to 
learn and lovs 

day we encourage our 
children in academic pur 
suits, which leaves them 
litle time in which to even 














learn to appreciate our 
own arts. My daughter 
does not enjoy Indian 
classical music at all! 

Mrs. T. Shanta 

Madras 


° 


The picture storles in 
the December issue of 
Gokulam were both very 
‘enjoyable. Please publish 
more stories about 
Krishna, Krishna is my 
favourite God, 
M Tilakavathy, 
Trichy, 
° 

| liked the poems 
Motherland and Drought 
very much. I learnt alot 
about spiders from the 
Wonderful Spider. Ask 
Aunty Leela gives. us 
rmuich useful information 
1 didn't know that plants 
could eat insects until | 
read Camivores of the 
Plant Kingdom 
K Pri, 
Erode. 
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